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Ar the northwest corner of Switzer- 
land, just on the turn of the Rhine from 
its westward course between Germany 
and Switzerland, to run northward be- 
tween Germany and France, stands the 
old town of Bale. It is nominally Swiss ; 
but its situation on the borders of three 
countries, and almost in them all, has 
given to the place itself and to its inhab- 
itants a somewhat heterogeneous air. * It 
looks,” says one traveller, “like a stran- 
ger lately arrived in a new colony, who, 
although he may have copied the dress 
and the manner of those with whom he 
has come to reside, wears still too much 
of his old costume to pass for a native, 
and too little to be received as a stran- 
ger.” Perhaps we may get a better idea 
of the mixed nationality of the place by 
imagining a Swiss who speaks French 
with a German accent. 

Bale is an ancient city; though Rome 
was bending under the weight of more 
than a thousand years when the Em- 
peror Valentinian built at this angle of 
the river a fortress which was called the 
Basilia. Tlouses soon began to cluster 
round it upon the ruins of an old Helve- 
tian town, and thus Basel or Bale ob- 
tained its existence and its name. Bale 
suffered many calamities. War, pesti- 
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lence, and earthquake alternately made it 
desolate. Whether we must enumerate 
among its misfortunes a Grand Ecclesi- 
astical Council which assembled there in 
1431, and sat for seventeen years, de- 
posing one infallible Pope, and making 
another equally infallible, let theological 
disputants decide. But the assembling 
of this Council was of some service to us ; 
for its Secretary, Auneas Sylvius, (who, 
like the saucy little prima donna, was one 
of the noble and powerful Italian family, 
the Piccolomini, and atterward, as Pope 
Pius I, wore the triple crown which St. 
Peter did not wear,) in his Latin dedica- 
tion ofa history of the transactions of that 
body to the Cardinal St. Angeli, has left 
a description of Bale as it was in 1436. 
After telling us that the town is situated 
upon that “excellent river, the Rhine, 
which divides it into two parts, called 
Great Baile and Little Bale, and that 
these are connected by a bridge which 
the river rising from its bed sometimes 
carries off,” he, naturally enough for an 
ecclesiastic and a future Pope, goes on 
to say, that in Great Bale, which is far 
more beautiful and magnificent than 
Little Bale, there are handsome and 
commodious churches; and he naively 
adds, that, “ although these are not adorn- 
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ed with marble, and are built of common 
stone, they are much frequented by the 
people.” The women of Bale, following 
the devotional instincts of their sex, were 
the most assiduous attendants upon these 
churches; and they consoled themselves 
for the absence of marble, which the 
good /Eneas Sylvius seems to imply 
would partly have excused them for 
staying away, by an arrangement in it- 
self as odd as in Roman Catholic places 
of worship —to their honor — it is, and 
ever was, unusual. Each of them per- 
formed her devotions in a kind of in- 
closed bench or solitary pew. By most 
of these the occupant was concealed only 
to the waist when she stood up at the 
reading of the Gospel; some allowed 
only their heads to appear; and others 
of the fair owners were at once so de- 
vout, so cruel, and so selfdenying as to 
shut out the eyes of the world entirely 
and at all times. But instances of this 
remorseless mortification of the flesh seem 
to have been exceedingly rare. Queer 
enough these structures were, and sufti- 
ciently gratifying to the pride and pro- 
yocative of the envy which the beauties 
of Bale (avowedly) went to churches in 
which there was no marble to mortify. 
For they were of different heights, aceord- 
ing to the rank of the oceupant. A sim- 
ple burgher's wife took but a step toward 
heaven when she went to pray; a magis- 
trate’s of the lower house, we must sup- 
pose, took two; a magistrate’s of the up- 
per house, three ; a lady, four; a baron- 
ess, five; a countess, six; and what a 
duchess, if one ever appeared there, did 
to maintain her dignity in the eyes of 
God and man, unless she mounted into 
the pulpit, it is quite impos 
Jjecture. 


ible to con- 


‘Wneas Sylvius gives it as his 
opinion that these things were used as a 
protection against the cold, which to his 
3ut that 
notion was surely instilled into the court- 
ly churchman by some fair, demure Ba- 
loise: for had it been well-founded, the 
sentry-boxes would have risen and fallen 
with the thermometer, and not with the 
rank of the occupant. 


Italian blood seemed very great. 
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The walls of the churches were hung 
around with the emblazoned shields of 
knights and noblemen, and the roofs were 
richly painted in various colors, and 
glowed with splendor when the rays of 
the sun fell upon them.  Storks built 
their nests upon these roofs, and hatched 
their young there unmolested; for the 
Bilois believed, that, if the birds were 
disturbed, they would fire the houses. 

The dwellings of’men of any wealth 
or rank were very curiously planned, 
elaborately ornamented, richly painted, 
and adorned with magnificent tapestry. 
The tables were covered with vessels of 
wrought silver, in which Sylvius confesses 
that the Balois surpassed even the skil- 
ful and profuse Italians. Fountains, 
those sources of fantastic and ever-chang- 
ing 
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beauty, were numerous,—so numer- 
says our afterward-to-be-infallible 
authority, that the town of Viterbo, in 
Tuscany, had not so many,—and Viterbo 
was noted for its beauty, and for being 
surrounded with the villas of wealthy 
Italians, who have always used water 
freely in the way of fountains. 

Bale, although it then—four hundred 
and twenty years ago — acknowledged 
the Emperor for its sovereign, was a free 
town, as it is now; that is, it had no lo- 
cal lord to favor or oppress it at his pleas- 
ure, buf was governed by laws enacted 
The 
spirit of a noble independence pervaded 
the little Canton of which it was and is 
the capital. Though it was fortified, its 
stone defences were not strong ; but when 
Sylvius tells us that the Balois thought 
that the streneth of their city consisted 
in the union of its inhabitants, who pre- 


by representatives of the people. 


ferred death to loss of liberty, we see 
what stuff its men were made of, and 
why the town was free. 

Among its peculiarities, Bale had no 
lawyers,—this happy and united Bale. 
The Balois did not trouble themselves 
about the Imperial law, says Sylvius; 


but when disputes or accusations were 
brought before the magistrates, they were 
decided according to custom and the 
equity of each case. They were never- 
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theless inexorably severe in administer- 
ing justice. A criminal could not be 
saved either by gold, or by intercession, 
or by the authority and influence of his 
family. [Le who was guilty must be pun- 
ished ; and the punishments were terri- 
ble. Criminals were banished, hung, be- 
headed, broken on the wheel, drowned 
in the Rhine, (a bad use to which to put 
that “excellent river,”) left to starve on 
a gradually diminished supply of bread 
and water. ‘To compel confessions, tor- 
tures inconceiyably horrible were used, 
to which the alternative of death would 
have been a boon; and yet there were 
not wanting those among the Balois who 
would endure these torments rather than 
utter their own condemnation. 

They were devoted to religion, and 
held in great reverence the pictures and 
images of the Saints; but not on account 
of any admiration of the skill of painter 
or sculptor; for they cared litle for the 
arts, and were so ignorant of literature 
that “no one of them had ever heard of 
Cicero or of any other orator.” 

The men of Bale were of noble pres- 
ence, and sed well, although they 
avoided magnificence. Only those of 
knightly rank wore purple; the wealthy 
burghers confined themselves to black 
velvet; but their wives, on féte-days, 
blazed in splendid silk and satin and 
jewels. ‘The boys went with naked feet, 
and, adds the reverend divine, the women 
wore upon their white Iegs only shoes. 


There was no distinction of age by cos- 
tume, among the women,—a very great 
singularity in those days, when every 
stage and rank of life was marked by 
some peculiar style of dress ; but in Bale 
the face alone distinguished the young 
girl from the matron of mature years. 
It may, however, be doubted by some, 
whether this is peculiar to the town of 
Bale or to the time of Sylvius. The 
men were addicted to voluptuous pleas- 
ures; they lived sumptuously, and passed 
In the words of 
our churchman, “They were too much 
devoted to Father Bacchus and Dame 
Venus,”—faults which they deemed ve- 


a long time at table. 


Dance of Death. 267 


nial. But he adds, that they were jeal- 
ous of their honor, and held to what they 
promised ; they would rather be upright 
than merely seem to be so. Though 
provident, they were content, unless very 
poor. 

Another peculiarity of Bale: its clocks 
were one hour ahead of all others, and 
so continued at least till the middle of 
the last century. This of course depend- 
ed on no difference of time ; it was mere- 
ly that when, for instance, at mid-day, 
the clocks of neighboring towns struck 
twelve, the clocks of Bale struck one. 
The origin of this seeming effort to has- 
ten him who usually moves rapidly 
enough for us all is lost in obscurity. 

And now why is it that we have gone 
back four hundred years and more, to 
linger thus long with the Secretary of 
the Great Ecclesiastical Council of Bale, 
in that quaint and queer old town, with 
its half French, half German look, its 
grand,, grotesque old churches, huang 
round with knightly shields and_ filled 
with women, each in a pulpit of her own, 
its stork-crowned roofs, its houses blazing 
with wrought gold and silver, its three- 
score fountains, and the magnificence in 
which, without a court, it rivalled the 
richest capitals of Italy, its noble-spirited 
and pleasure-loving, but simple-minded 
and unlearned burghers, its white-limbed 
beauties, and its deceitful clocks? It is 
not because that town is now one of the 
principal ribbon-factories of the world, 
and exports to this country alone over 
$1 


200,000 worth yearly ; although some 
fair readers may suppose that an all-sufli- 
cient reason,—and some of’ their admir- 
ers and protectors, too, for that matter. 
Think of it! nearly one million two hun- 
dred and fifty thousand dollars’ worth of 
ribbons coming to us every year from a 
single town in Switzerland! The state- 
ment is enough to carry horror and dis- 
may to the heart and the pocket of every 
father and brother, and above all, of 
every husband, actual or possible, who 
It is a godsend to the pro- 
tectionisis, who might reédify their par- 
ty on the basis of a prohibitory tariff 


hears of it. 


268 Flolbein and the 


against ribbons. If they were successful, 
their success would be brilliant; for if 
our fair tyrants could not get ribbons — 
those necessaries of lite —from Bale in 
Switzerland, they would tease and coax 
us to build them a Bale in America; and 
we should do it. 

We have gone back to the old Bale 
of four hundred and twenty years ago, 
because there, and not long after that 
time,—about 1498,—according to gen- 
eral belief, Hans Holbein was born ; be- 


‘ause these were the surroundings under 
the influence of which he grew to man- 
hood; and because there, about sixty 
years before his birth, a Dance of Death 
was painted, the most ancient and im- 
portant of which we have any remaining 
memorial. ‘This Dance was painted up- 
on the wall of the churchyard of the 
Dominican Convent in Great Bale, by 
order of the very Ecclesiastical Coun- 
ceil of which our ‘Sneas Sylvius was 
Secretary, and in commemoration of a 
plague which visited the town during 
the sitting of that Council, and carried 
off many of its members. 


What is a Dance of Death ? and why 
should Death be painted dancing ? Some 
readers may think of it as a frantic revel 
of grim skeletons, or perhaps—like me 
in my boyish musines—imagine nameless 
shapes with Death and Hell gleaming in 
their faces, each clasping a mortal be- 
guiled to its embrace, all flitting and 
floating round and round to unearthly 
music, and gradually receding through 
vast mysterious gloom till they are lost in 
its horrible obscurity. 

But neither of these notions is near 
the truth. The Dance of Death is not a 
revel, and in it Death does not dance at 
all. A Dance of Death, or a Dance 
Macabre, as it was called, is a succession 
of isolated pictures, all informed with the 
same motive, it is true, but each indepen- 
dent of the others, and consisting of a 
group, generally of but two figures, one 
of which is the representative of Death. 
The second always represents a class; 
and in this figure every rank, from the 
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very highest to the lowest, finds its type. 
The number of these groups or pictures 
varies considerably in the different dances, 
according to the caprice of the artist, or, 
perhaps, to the expense of his time and 
Jabor which he thought warranted by the 
payment he was to receive. But all ex- 
press, with suflicient fulness, the idea that 
Death is the common lot of humanity, 
and that he enters with impartial feet the 
palace and the cottage, neither pitying 
youth nor respecting age, and waiting no 
convenient season. 

The figure of Death in these strange 
religious works of Art,—for they were as 
purely religious in their origin as the 
Holy Families and Madonnas of the 
same and a subsequent period,—this fig- 
ure of Death is not always a skeleton. 
It is so in but one of the forty groups in 
the Dance at Bale, which was the germ 
of Holbein’s, and which, indeed, until 
very recently, was attributed to him, al- 
though it was painted more than half a 
century before he was born. It is gener- 
ally assumed that a skeleton has always 
been the representative of Death, but. er- 
roneously ; for, in fact, Holbein was the 
first to fix upon a mere skeleton for the 
embodiment of that idea. 

The Hebrew Scriptures, which furnish 
us with the earliest extant allusion to 
Death as a personage, designate him as 
an angel or messenger of God,—as, for 
instance, in the record of the destruction 
of the Assyrian host in the Second Book 
of Kings (xix. 35). The ancient Egyp- 
tians, too, in whose strange system of 
symbolism may be found the germ, at 
least, of most of the types used in the 
religion and the arts of more modern na- 
tions, had no representation of Death as 
an individual agent. They expressed the 
extinction of life very naturally and sim- 
ply by the figure of a mummy. Such a 
figure it was their custom to pass round 
among the guests at their feasts; and the 
Greeks and Romans imitated them, with 
slight modifications, in the form of the 
image and the manner of the ceremony. 
Some scholars have found in this custom 
a deep moral and religious significance, 
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akin to that which certainly attached to 
the custom of placing a slave in the 
chariot of a Roman conquering general 
to say to him at intervals, as his  tri- 
umphal procession moved with pomp and 
splendor through the swarming streets, 
“ Remember that thou art aman.” But 
this is too subtile a conjecture. The cere- 
mony was but a silent way of saying, 
“ Let us eat and drink, for to-morrow we 
die,” which, as Paul’s solemn irony makes 
but too plain, must be the philosophy of 
life to those who believe that the dead 
rise not, which was the, case with the 
Egyptians and the Greeks, and the Ie- 
brews also. An old French epitaph ex- 
presses to the full this philosophy :— 


“Ce que j'ai mangé, 
Ce que j'ai bu, 
Ce que j'ai dissipé, 
Je Vai maintenant avee moi. 
Ce que jrai laissé, 
Je Vai perdu.” 


What T ate, 

What IT drank, 
What I dissipated, 
I have with me. 
That which I left 
I lost. 


The figure of the sad youth leaning 
upon an inverted torch, in which the 
Greeks embodied their idea of Death, 
is familiar to all who have examined 
ancient Art. The Etruscan Death was 
a female, with wings upon the shoulders, 
head, and feet, hideous countenance, ter- 
rible fangs and talons, and a black skin. 
No example of the form attributed to 
him by the early Christians has come 
down to us, that I can discover; but we 
know that they, as well as the later He- 
brews, considered Death as the emissary 
of the Evil One, if not identical with 
him, and called him impious, unholy. Tt 
was in the Dark Ages, that the figure of 
a dead body or a skull was first used as a 
symbol of Death; but even then its office 
appears to have been purely symbolic, 
and not representative ;—that is, these 
figures served to remind men of their 
mortality, or to mark a place of sepul- 
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ture, and were not the embodiment of 
an idea, not the creation of a personage, 
—Death. It is not until the thirteenth 
or fourteenth century that we find this 
embodiment clearly defined and gener- 
ally recognized; and even then the fig- 
ure used was not a skeleton, but a cadayv- 
erous and emaciated body. 

Among the remains of Greek and Ro- 
man Art, only two groups are known in 
which a skeleton appears; and it is re- 
markable that in both of these the skele- 
tons are dancing. In one group of three, 
the middle figure is a female. Its com- 
parative breadth at the shoulders and 
narrowness at the hips make at first a 
contrary impression ; but the position of 
the body and limbs is, oddly enough, too 
like that of a female dancer of the mod- 
ern French school to leave the question 
in more than a moment’s doubt. Thus 
the artists who did not embody their 
idea of death in a skeleton were the 
first to. conceive and a real 
Dance of Death. In both the groups re- 
ferred to, the motive is manifestly com- 
ie; and neither of them has any simi- 
larity to the Dances of Death of which 
Holbein’s has become the grand repre- 
sentative. These had their origin, we 
ean hardly tell with certainty how, or 


execute 


when, or where; although the subject 
has enlisted the investigating labors of 
such accomplished scholars and profound 
antiquaries as Douce and Ottley in 
England, and Peignot and Langlois in 
France. But a story with which they 
are intimately connected, even if it is 
not their germ, has been discovered ; 
ancient customs which must have aided 
in their development are familiar to all 
investigators of ancient manners, and 
especially of ancient amusements ; and 
the motives which inform them all, and 
the moral condition of Christendom of 
which they were the result, are plain 
enough. 

We have seen before, that this Dance 
consisted of several groups of two or 
more figures, one of which was always 
Death in the act of claiming a victim ; 
and for the clear comprehension of what 
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follows, it is necessary to anticipate a 
little, and remark, that there is no doubt 
that the Dance was first represented by 
living performers. Strange as this seems 
to us, it was but in keeping with the spirit 
of the time, which we all, perhaps with 
some presumption, the Dark Ages. 

\. The story which is probably the germ 
of this Dance was called Les Trois Moris 
et les Trois Vifs,—* The Three Dead and 
the Three Living.” It is of indefinable 
antiquity and uncertain origin. It is 
said, that three noble youths, as they re- 
turned from hunting, were met in the 
gloom of the forest by three hideous 
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spectres, in the form of decaying human 
corpses ; and that, as they stood rooted 
to the ground by this appalling sight, the 
figures addressed them solemnly upon the 
vanity of worldly grandeur and pleasure, 
and admonished them, that, although in 
the heyday of youth, they must soon be- 
come as they (the spectres) were. This 
story, or dit, “saying,” as it was called in 
French, was exceedingly popular through- 
out Europe five or six hundred years 
ago. It is found in the language of every 
Christian nation of the period, and, ex- 
tended by means of ace 
and much moralizing, is made to cover 


ssory incidents 


several pages in more than one old illu- 
minated manuscript. In the Arundel 
MSS., in England, there is one of the 
many versions of the legend written in 
French so old that it is quite as difficult 
for Frenchmen as for Englishmen to read 
it. But over an illuminated picture of 
the incident, in which three kings are 
shown meeting the three skeletons, are 
these lines in English, as old, but less 
obsolete : 


Over the Kings. 
“Teoh am afert 


Lo whet ich see 
Methinketh hit be develes thre.” 


Over the Skeletons. 
“Teh wes wel fair 
Such schel tou be 
For Godes love be wer by me.” 


In these rude lines is the whole moral of 
the legend, and of the Dance of Death 
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which grew out of it. That growth was 
simple, gradual, and natural. In the 
versions and in the pictorial representa- 
tions of the legend there soon began to 
be much variety in the persons who met 
the spectres. At first three noble youths, 
they became three kings, three noble la- 
dies, a king, a queen, and their son or 
daughter, and so on,—the rank of the 
persons, however, being always high. 
For, as we shall have occasion to notice 
hereafter more particularly, the mystery 
of the Dance had a democratic as well as 
a religious significance ; and it served to 
bring to mind, not only the irresistible 
nature of Death’s summons, but the real 
equality of all men; and this it did in a 
manner to which those of high condition 
could not object. 

The legend was made the subject of a 
fresco, painted about 1350, by the emi- 
nent Italian painter and architect, Orca- 
gna, upon the walls of the Campo Santo 


at Pisa,—which some readers may be 
glad to be reminded was a cemetery, so 
called because it was covered with earth 
brought from the Holy Land. It is re- 
markable, however, that in this work the 
artist embodied Death not in the form 
commonly used in his day, but in the old 
Ktrusean figure before mentioned. Or- 
cagna’s Death is a female, winged like 
a bat, and with terrible claws. Armed 
with a scythe, she swoops down upon 
the earth and reaps a promiscuous har- 
vest of popes, emperors, kings, queens, 
churchinen, and noblemen. In the rude 
manner of the time, Orcagna has di- 
vided his picture into compartments. In 
one of these we see St. Macarius, one of 
the first Christian hermits, an Keyptian, 
sitting at the foot of a mountain; before 
him are three kings, who have returned 
from the chase accompanied by a gay train 
of attendants. The Saint calls the atten- 
tion of the kings to three sepulchres in 
which lie the bodies of three other kings, 
one of which is much decomposed. The 
three living kings are struck with horror; 
but the painter has much diminished the 
moral effect of his work, for this century, 
at least, by making one of them hold his 
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nose ;—which is regarded by Mr. Ruskin 
as an evidence of Orcagna’s devotion to 
the truth; but in this case that brilliant 
writer, but most unsafe critical guide, 
commits an error of a kind not uncom- 
mon with him. The representation of so 
homely an action, in such a composition, 
merely shows that the painter had not 
arrived at a just appreciation of the rel- 
ative value of the actual—and that he 
failed to see that by introducing this un- 
essential incident he diverted attention 
from his higher purpose, drageed his pic- 
ture from a moral to a material plane, 
and went at a bound far over the narrow 
limit between the horrible and the ludi- 
crous. 

St. Macarius is frequently introduced 
in the pictures of this subject ; and some 
antiquaries suppose — that hence the 
Dance of Death derived the name, 
Dance Macabre, by which it used to 
be generally known. Others derive it 
from the Arabie mac-bourah,— a cem- 
etery. Neither derivation is improbable ; 
but it is of little consequence to us which 
is correct. 

Tt may seem strange that such a legend 
as this of “The Three Dead and the 
Three Living,” with such a moral, should 
become the origin of a dance. But we 
should remember that in many countries 
dancing has been a religious ceremony. 
It was so with the Greeks and Romans, 
and also with the Hebrews, among whom, 
however, saltatory worship seems, on 
most occasions, to have been performed 
spontancously, and by volunteers. All 
will remember the case of Miriam, who 
thus danced to the sound of her timbrel 
after the passage of the Red Sea; and 
who that has read it can forget the ac- 
count of the dance which King David 
executed before the ark, dancing with all 
his might, and girded only with a linen 
ephod? Dancing has always seemed to 
us to be an essentially ridiculous transac- 
tion,—for a man, at least; and we confess 
that we sympathize with David's wile, 
Michal, who, seeing this extraordinary 
pas seul from her window, “ despised 
David in her heart,” and treated him to 
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home. What would the lovely Eugenie 
have thought, if, after the fall of Sebasto- 
pol, she had seen his Majesty, the Em- 
peror of the French, “ cutting it down,” 
in broad daylight, before the towers of 
Notre Dame, girded only with a linen 
ephod, — though that’s not exactly the 
name we give the garment now-a-days ? 
But David was master, not only in Israel, 
but in his own household, (which is not 
the case with all kings and great men,) 
and he said to Michal,—* It was before 
the Lord, which chose me before thy fa- 
ther and before all his house; ... .- 

therefore will I play before the aed: 
and of the maid-servants which 
thou hast spoken of, of them shall I be 
had in honor.” And Michal all her life 
repented bitterly the offence that she 
had given her husband. 


But dancing was not one of the reg- 
ular ceremonies of the Christian Church, 
even in its corruptest days; and yet 
dances were performed four hundred 
years ago in the churches and in church- 
yards, as a part of, or an appendage to, 
entertainments of a religious character. 
These were the Mysteries and Moralities, 
which are the origin of our drama ;—and 
it is remarkable that in all countries 
the drama has been at first a religious 
ceremony. These Mysteries and Moral- 
ities were religious plays of the rudest 
kind; 
tion, partly by dumb show and partly by 


the Mysteries being a representa- 


words, of some well-known incident re- 
lated in the Bible; and the Moralities, a 
kind of discussion and enforcement of re- 
ligious doctrine or moral tr ruth by allegor- 
They were performed 
at first almost entirely in the churches, 
upon scaffolds erected for the purpose. 
In a Mystery called “ Candlemas Day, 
or the Killing of the Children of Israel,” 
which represented the Massacre of the 


ical personages. 


Tnnocents, and in which Herod, Simeon, 
Joseph, the Virgin Mary, Watkin, a 
comic character, and Anna the Proph- 
etess, appeared, there was a general 
dance of all the characters after the Pro- 
logue ; and at the close of the play, there 
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is a stage-direction for another, in re- 

sponse to a command of Anna the Proph- 

etess, who says,— 

“ Shewe ye sume plesur as ye can 

In the worship of Jesu, our Lady, and St. 

Anne.”’ . 
And thereupon King Herod, Simeon, Jo- 
seph, the Virgin Mary, Watkin the funny 
man, and the Prophetess well stricken 
in years, proceed to forward four, and 
end with a promenade all around. In- 
deed, our ancestors seem to have found 
it edifying, not to say entertaining, to go 
to a cathedral to see Satan and an Arch- 
bishop dance a hornpipe with the Seven 

Deadly Sins and the Five Cardinal Vir- 

tues. 

A Morality called “ Every Man,” writ- 
ten about 1450, has a direct connection 
with the subject which we are consider- 
ing. Every Man, the principal person- 
age of the piece, is an allegorical rep- 
resentation of all mankind; and_ the 
purpose of the play is told in this sen- 
tence, which introduces it :— 

“Here begynneth a Treatyse how the Hye 
Fader of Heven sendeth Dethe to somon 
every creature to come & gyve a count of 
theyr lyves in this worlde, & is in maner 
ofa Morall Playe.” 


On the title-page of an edition printed 
in 1500, only one copy of which exists, is 
avery rude wood-cut, in which an indi- 
vidual, who is labelled “ Every Man,” is 
startled at the sight of Death standing at 
the door of a church and summoning him. 
In this Moral Play, Fellowship, Good 
Deeds, Worldly Goods, Knowledge, 
Beauty, Streneth, Discretion, and Five 
Wittes are characters; and they can- 
not interpose between Every Man and 
the summons of Death, nor will any of 
them, except Good Deeds, go with him. 
The representation of this play was a 
kind of Dance of Death, and from the 
acting of “ Every Man” to the execution 
of that Dance was but a short step. 

But the Dance of Death had been per- 
formed before “ Every Man” was writ- 
ten; and dances in churches and church- 
yards were of yet greater antiquity. For, 
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by an order of a Roman council under 
Pope Pius II. in the tenth century, priests 
were directed “to admonish men and 
women not to dance and sing in the 
churches on feast-days, like Pagans.” 
The evil increased, however, until, ac- 
cording to the old chroniclers, a terrible 
punishment fell upon a party of dancers. 
One of them, Ubert, tells the story: It 
was on Christmas Eve, in the time of the 
Emperor Henry IL, who assumed the 
imperial diadem in the year 1002, that 
a company of eighteen men and women 
amused themselves by dancing and sing- 
ing in the churchyard of St. Magnus, in 
the diocese of Magdeburg, to the annoy- 
ance of a priest who was saying mass in 
the church. He ordered them to desist; 
but they danced on in reckless mirth. 
The holy father then invoked God and 
St. Magnus to keep them dancing for a 
whole year; and not in vain. For twelve 
months they danced in spite of them- 
selves. Neither dew nor rain fell upon 
them; and their shoes and their clothes 
were not worn away, although by their 
dancing they buricd themselves waist- 
high. Yet, fatigued and famished beyond 
human endurance, they danced on, unable 
to stop an instant for rest or food. The 
priest’s own daughter was among the dan- 
cers; and, unable to undo what the Saint 
had done, he sent his son to drag her 
out of the dance. But when her brother 
pulls her by the arm it comes off in his 
hand, and he in horror takes it to his 
father. No blood flows from the wound. 
The priest buries the arm, and the next 
morning he finds it upon the top of the 
grave. He repeats the burial, and with 
the same result. He makes a third at- 
tempt, and the grave casts out the limb 
with violence before his eyes. Mean- 
while the girl and her companions con- 
tinue dancing, and the Emperor, having 
heard of this strange occurrence, travels 
from Rome to see so sad a sight. He 
orders carpenters to inclose the dancers 
in a building, but in vain; for that which 
is built in the day falls down in the night. 
The dancers have neither rest nor miti- 
gation of their curse until the expiration 
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of the year, when they all rush into the 
church and fall before the altar in a 
swoon, from which they are not recoy- 
ered for three days. Then they imme- 
diately flee each other's faces, and wan- 
der solitary through the world, still dan- 
cing at times in spite of themselves. In 
the olden time this was believed to be 
the origin of St. Vitus’s dance; but we 
can now see that the dance is the origin 
of the story. 

The Dance of Death was performed 
by a large company dressed in the cos- 
tumes of various classes of society, which 
were then very marked in their differ- 
ence. One by one the dancers suddenly 
and silently slipped off, thus typifying the 
departure of all mankind at Death’s sum- 
mons. That this Dance was performed, 
not only with the consent, but by the pro- 
curement of the clergy, is made certain 
by the discovery, in the archives of the 
Cathedral of Besancon, of the account 
of the payment of four measures of wine 
by the seneschal to those persons who 
performed the Dance Macabre on the 
10th of July, 1453. 

The moral lesson conveyed by this 
strange pastime or ceremony seems hard- 
ly calculated to secure for it a note- 
worthy popularity in any age; but for a 
long time it was, either as a ceremony 
or as a picture, very popular throughout 
Europe. We know of forty-four places 
in which it was painted or sculptured in 
some large public building, the oldest ex- 
ample being that at Little Bale, which 
was painted in 1312. This, like that in 
Great Bale, and most of the others, has 
been destroyed by time or violence. The 
Dance was made the ornament of books 
of devotion, and the subject of ornamen- 
tal initial-letters; groups trom it were en- 
graved repeatedly by those fantastic de- 
signers and exquisite workmen known as 
the Little Masters of Germany ; a single 
group was assumed as a device, or trade- 
mark, by more than one printer; and it 
was sung in popular ballads. There is 
now at Aix-la-Chapelle a huge state-bed- 
stead, on the posts, sides, and footboards 
of which it is elaborately carved, in the 
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manner of the sixteenth century; and it 
was even made the ornament of ladies’ 
fans. 

The reasons for this popularity were 
a certain strange fascination in the sub- 
ject,—yet not so strange at a time when 
women would crowd to sce men burned 
or hanged and quartered ;—but chiefly, 
-the grand democratic significance of the 
Death has ever been, and ever 
will be, the greatest Jeveller; and at a 


dance. 


time when rank had an importance and 
bestowed advantages of which we can 
form little idea, while at the same time 
men had begun to ask why this should 
be, such a satire as this Dance of Death, 
sanctioned by the Church, that great pro- 
tector of established rights and dignities, 
and yet sparing neither noble nor hier- 
arch, not even the Pope himself, satisfied 
an eager craving in the breast of poor, 
envious, self-asserting human nature. In 
one of those ornamental initial-letters 
above mentioned, the date of which was 
some years prior to the execution of Hol- 
bein’s Dance, Death appears as a grave- 
digger, and lifts on his spade, out of the 
grave which he is making, two skulls, one 
crowned, the other covered with a peas- 
ant’s hat. He grins with savage glee at 
seeing these remnants of the two ex- 
tremes of society side by side; and un- 
derneath them, on the shovel, is written 
Idem,—* The Same.” In this word is 
the key to the popularity of the Dance, 

The most important and interesting 
of these pictured Dances of Death were 
those at Bale, at Strasbourg, and at Rou- 
en. That at Bale consisted of thirty-nine 
groups, in the first three of which appear 
a Pope, an Emperor, and a King. These 
were portraits of Pope Felix V., the Em- 
peror Sigismund, and King Albert IL, of 
Rome, all of whom were present at the 
Council, by whose order, as we have seen, 
the Dance was painted. The last group 
of this Dance shows the seizure of the 
painter's child by Death. It having been 
almost destroyed by time, the wall on 
which it was painted was torn down about 
a hundred years ago; but engravings 
had been made of it in the latter part of 
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the seventeenth century. The Dance at 
Strasbourg, like that at Bale, and many 
others, was on the wall of a Dominican 
conyent. It was painted in arched com- 
partments, and is peculiar in that its 
groups consist of many figures, among 
whom Death intrudes, and carries off 
one, generally the principal personage of 
the company. It was painted about 1450, 
and probably by the eminent German 
painter, Martin Schongauer ; but having 
been utterly neglected and forgotten, it 
was finally plastered over, no one knows 
when. In repairing the church in 1824, 
it was accidentally discovered, and care- 
fully exposed ; but it was so much injured 
that it fell into decay soon after drawings 
had been made from it. 

The Dance at Rouen was in the still 
existing Cemetery of St. Maclou, and 
was not a painting, but a sculpture. It 
was not entirely completed until 1526. 
The cemetery is surrounded by a covered 
gallery open on the inside, where it was 
supported by thirty-nine columns, distant. 
about eleven feet from each other. Thir- 
ty-one of these still exist; and upon the 
shaft of all but four of them, on the side 
facing the court of the cemetery, is sculp- 
tured, in high relief, a group of two fig- 
ures,—one a living personage, and the 
other the cadaverous body by which 
Death was represented. On the remain- 
der were sculptured the Christian Virtues 
and the Fates,—two on each column. 
The capitals of these columns are deco- 
rated with figures quite in another man- 
ner. Cupids, naked female figures, aro- 
tesque masks, and shapes—human and 
bestial—are ingeniously substituted for 
the foliage usually found on that part of 
a column. The execution of these figures 
is of quite a hich order. They have all 
been sadly mutilated; but, fortunately, 
that which has suffered least is a beauti- 
ful figure of Eve. Her head is gone; 
but the flowing lines of the lovely torso 
are unbroken, and the round and grace- 
ful limbs are almost as perfect as when 
they came from the sculptor’s chisel. This 
figure is so like the Venus de Medici that 
it might have been copied from it. 
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But what is Eve doing in a Dance of 
Death? Alas! she took the first step 
of that dance in Paradise, and the artists 
of the olden time did not deprive her 
of her due precedence. She leads the 
Dance, but with this difference from 
those who follow her:—they, cowering 
and mufiled, go off the scene with 
Death; she, upright in her naked inno- 
cence and beauty, brings him on. Poor 
Eve! she had her punishment and made 
her atonement to man for leading him to 
death, in becoming the source and the 
joy and solace of his life; but it was 
not for the artists of the Dance of Death 
to embody this phase of her existence. 
So essential a part of the Dance is the 
temptation of Eve, that the whole sub- 
jeet was concentrated into the represen- 
tation of that event by a German en- 
graver, in this singular manner :—Adam 
and Eve stand by the Tree of Knowl- 
edge, around which twines the serpent, 
from whom Eve is receiving the apple; 
but the trunk of the tree is formed by 
the twisted legs and the ribs of a skele- 
ton, from the head and the outstretch- 
ed arms of which spring the branches 
and the foliage. It is worthy of remark, 
that many painters, the greatest of them 
(Raphael) at their head, have represent- 
ed the tempter of Eden as a beautiful 
woman, whose body terminates in a ser- 
pent. It was a mistake on their part to 
do They knew how much of the 
Devil a woman might have in her, and 
how irresistible a temptress she is; but 
they forgot, that, on this occasion, woman, 
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not man, was tempted. 

There was a Dance of Death in Old 
St. Paul’s Church, in London,—the one 
burned down in the Great Fire; and an- 
other in the beautiful little parish church 
of Stratford-on-Avon,—but this, too, has 
disappeared. Jt is interesting to know 
that they were there, and that Shak- 
speare saw them; for he has woven some 
of the thoughts that they awakened in 
his mind into a noble passage in one of 
his historical plays. We shall recur to 
it in examining Holbein’s Dance. 

The Dance was represented, and still 
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exists, in one very singular place. At 
Lucerne, in Switzerland, it appears upon 
a covered bridge, in the triangles formed 
by the beams which support the roof. 
The groups, of which there are thirty- 
six, are double, looking away from each 
other, and are so arranged, that the pas- 
senger, on entering the bridge, has he- 
fore him a long array of these grotesque 
and gloomy pictures. The motive for 
placing the Dance in such a place is 
unknown, and it is difficult to conjec- 
ture what it was. It could hardly have 
been to enforce the old adage,—Speak 
well of the bridge that carries you over. 


While we have been thus endeavoring 
to discover the origin of the Dance of 
Death, what it was, and what it meant, 
Holbein has been waiting more patiently 
than he was wont, for us to see who he 
was, and why the Dance, which was 
known three hundred at least 
before he was born, is now universally 


years 


spoken of as his. r 

Hans Holbein, the greatest painter of 
the German school, came honestly by his 
talent and his name. He was the son of 
Hans Holbein, a painter, who was the 
son of another Hans Holbein, also a 
painter. he first Hans was a poor 
painter; the second a eood one; and 
the third so great, that the world, when 
it speaks their common name, means 
only him. ‘The father and grandfather 
were born at Augsburg, in Bayaria, and 
of late years it has been asserted by 
mousing antiquaries that the grandson 
was born there too; but this, perhaps, is 
not quite certain; and it is much pleas- 
anter to adhere to the ancient faith, and 
believe that he was born at that strange 
old Bale, in sight of that great Dance, 
the reproduction, or rather recreation, 
of which was to make so great a part 
of his fame,—especially as he was quite 
surely an inhabitant of the town at such 
tender years, that the veriest Know- 
Nothing in the place would not have 
deprived him of his citizenship. 

Of Holbein’s life we unfortunately 
know very little. He showed his tal- 
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ent early, as all the great painters have 
done. Conscious of his abilities, he de- 
yoted himself eagerly to the study of the 
profession to which his genius urged him. 
He learned not only painting, but engray- 
ing, the sculpture of metals, and archi- 
tecture; and of all these, it will be re- 
membered, Bale offered him facilities for 
“study, in examples which niust have stim- 
ulated both his imagination and his am- 
bition. He did not lack encouragement ; 
for the nobles and burghers of Bale had 
begun to acquire a taste for the arts, 
which their ruder fathers contemned ; 
and they had, at this time, a university 
in their city, which made them acquaint- 
ed with Cicero and the orators, of whom 
AEneas Sylvius found them so ignorant. 

But Holbein, although eminent and 
well employed, did not thrive. He had 
some Balois failings, and, as ZEneas Syl- 
yius would have said, worshipped Father 
Bacchus and Dame Venus with too much 
devotion ;—not that he was a drunkard 
or a debauchee ; but he sought in conviv- 
iality with men of talent, and in the com- 
pany of beautiful women, too happy in 
the caresses of the great painter, who 
was generous with his florins, that happi- 
ness which he could not find at home. 
For poor Hans was afflicted with what 
has the moral and social ruin 
of many a better, if not greater man 
than he,—a froward, shrill-tongued wife. 
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Luckily, however, the great scholar and 
philosopher, Erasmus, went into retire- 
ment at Bale, in 1521; and he soon 
recognized the genius of Holbein, and 
became his admirer and friend. By his 
advice, and at the solicitation of an Eng- 
lish nobleman, and, poor fellow, seek- 
ing refuge from the temper of his wife, 
whom even the sweet cares of mater- 
nity could not mollify, Holbein deter- 
mined to leave Bale for England. What 
was the great cause of Frau Holbein’s 
tantrums, — whether THans’s ears were 
pierced with conjugal clamors, as poor 
Albert Diirer’s, the other great German 
painter’s, were, because he could not 
supply all his wife’s demands for money, 
to enable her, perhaps, to exhibit herself 
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at church on holy days in one of those 
precious pulpits, splendid in velvet and 
Jewels, to the discomfiture of the other 
painters’ wives,— we do not know; but 
whatever was the cause of her oft-recur- 
ring outbreaks, they made him not un- 
willing to put France and the Enelish 
Channel between himself and her, his 
children, and the home of his childhood. 

He gave out, at first, that his absence 
from Bale would be temporary, — only 
for the purpose of raising the value of' his 
works, by making them more difficult to 
obtain. Before he went, he finished and 
sent home a portrait on which he was 
engaged. It was one of his best pictures ; 
and the person for whom it was painted, 
lost for a while in admiration of its beau- 
ty, noticed at last that a fly, which had 
settled upon the forehead, remained there 
motionless. He stepped up to brush the 
insect away, and found that it was a part 
of the picture. This story has, since 
Tfolbein’s time, been told of many paint- 
ers,— among others, of Benjamin West. 
Such a piece of mere imitation should 
have added nothing to the reputation of 
a painter of Holbein’s powers: but the 
story was soon told all over Bale, and 
orders were given to prevent the loss to 
the city of so great an artist. But Hol- 
bein had quietly gone off, furnished with 
letters of introduction from Erasmus, who 
wrote in one of them that in Bale the 
arts were chilled; which might well be 
true of a place where so much ado was 
made about the painting of a fly. 

In England, Holbein found a friend 
and patron in Sir Thomas More, Hen- 
ry the Eighth’s great Lord Chancellor: 
and a sight of some of his works won 
him, ere long, the favor of the King him- 
self. IIe was appointed Court Painter, 
with apartments at the palace, and a 
yearly salary of two hundred florins, (or 
thirty pounds, equal to about two hun- 
dred pounds now.) which he receiyed in 
addition to the price of his pictures. Af 
ter about three years of prosperity he 
went home to his wife and children; but 
as he soon returned to England, we may 
safely conclude that his visit was to pro- 
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vide for the latter, and with no hope of 
living with the former. Some years after, 
in 1538, when his fame was still increas- 
ing, the city of Bale, proud of its son, 
offered him a handsome annuity, in the 
hope that that might induce him to re- 
turn to his country, his children, and 
his wife. But he could not be tempted. 
Though not the wisest of men, he was 
Solonion enough to know that “it is bet- 
ter to dwell in a corner of the house-top 
than with a brawling woman and in a 
wide house”; and as he was successful 
and held in honor in England as well as 
Bale, he contented himself with a eor- 
ner of King Henry’s palace. 

But although he fled from his wife, he 
painted her portrait; and we need no 
testimony to warrant the likeness. She 
is the very type of one of those meek 
shrews, alternately a martyr and a fury, 
that drive a man to madness when they 
speak and to despair when they are si- 
lent. We might reasonably wonder that 
he would paint so vivid a representation 
of that which he so sedulously shunned. 
But poor Hans, who probably had some 
lingering remains of his early love, knew, 
that, although he should make a speaking 
likeness, it would be a silent one, and that 
this Frau Holbein must keep the look 
which he chose to summon to her face. 
That, indeed, was knowledge that was 
power! How he must have chuckled as 
he saw his wife looking at him more natu- 
ral than life and yet without the power to 
worry him! His own portrait shows us a 
broad, good-natured, ruddy face, in which 
we see marks of talent when we know that 
it is Holbein's. But in spite of its strength, 
its bronze, and its beard, it has a some- 
what sad and subdued air; and its heavy- 
lidded, pensive eyes look deprecatingly at 
a Frau Holbein in the distance. 

While he lived at Greenwich palace, 
an incident occurred which may not be 
known to all our readers, and which is 
a striking illustration of the esteem in 
which he was held by Henry. Tt is not 
a little to the honor of that monarch, who, 
arbitrary and sensual as he was, had some 
noble traits of character. One day, as 
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Holbein was painting a lady’s portrait in 
his private studio, a nobleman intruded 
upon him rudely. Holbein resented the 
discourtesy, and, as it was doggedly per- 
sisted in, finally threw my lord down- 
stairs. 
painter, bolting his door on the inside, 
escaped from his window along the eaves 
of the roof, and, making his way directly 
to the King, threw himself before him and 
begged a pardon, without telling his of 
fence. Henry promised forgiveness on 
condition of a full confession, which the 
painter began. But meantime the noble- 
man arrived, and Henry, in deference to 
his rank, gave him precedence, and step- 
ped into another apartment to hear his 
story. He accused Holbein of the vio- 
lence, but suppressed the provocation ; 
whereat Henry broke into a towering 
Tudor rage, and, after reproaching the 
nobleman for his prevarication, said, 
«“ You have to do with me, Sir. I tell 
you, that of seven peasants I could make 
seven earls like you; but of seven earls 
I could not make one Holbein. Do not 
molest him, if you value your head.” 
And as second-hand heads, though plen- 
tiful about those days, were found to be 


There was an outcry; and the 


of no value, even to the original owner, 
Holbein remained unmolested. 

Holbein is known chiefly by his por- 
traits. He painted some historical and 
sacred pictures; but though they all bear 
witness to his genius, it can hardly be 
denied that they also show that that gen- 
jus was not suited to such works. Hol- 
bein had an objective perception ;—that 
is, his mind received impressions entirely 
uninfluenced by its own character or con- 
dition; and his pictures, therefore, seem 
like literal transcripts of what was before 
his eyes. Te nowhere shows that he had 
an idea of abstract beauty, or the power 
of generalizing from individuals, or that 
he was at all discontented with the sub- 
jects which he painted ; so that his works 
leave an impression of absolute faithful- 
ness. But to suppose, therefore, that his 
portraits have merely the merit of repro- 
ducing the external facts of Nature, like 
photographs, would do him wrong; for 
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he was faithful to expression as well as 
form, and has perpetuated upon his can- 
yas the voluptuous sweetness of Anne 
Boleyn, the courtliness and manly grace 
of Wyatt, and the severity, the energy, 
and the penetrating judgment of Sir 
Thomas More. His portrait of the last 
is one of the greatest portraits ever paint- 
ed. Some competent critics consider it 
the greatest. It is so real, so human, that 
we might be well content, if one in 
twenty of the actual men we meet were 
half as real and human ; and it expresses, 
with equal strength and subtilty, the large 
and noble nature of the man. Holbein 
was a great colorist, and imitated all the 
rich and tender hues of Nature, in their 
delicate and almost imperceptible grada- 
tions, with a minute truthfidness which is 
quite marvellous. 

This being the character of his mind, 
it would hardly be supposed that he 
could produce such a work as the great 
Dance of Death, which has caused all 
others to be forgotten, except by anti- 
quarians. For this Dance is the most re- 
markable embodiment in Art of that fan- 
tastic and grotesque idealism which has 
found its best expression in the works of 
German poets and painters; and the pre- 
eminence of Holbein’s over all the other 
representations of the same subject con- 
sists in this,—that, while they are but a 
dull and formal succession of mere cos- 
tumed figures seized by a corpse and 
shrinking away from its touch, Holbein’s 
groups are instinct with life, character, 
and emotion. In particular is this true 
of the figure of Death, although it is a 
mere skeleton,—the face without a mus- 
cle, and for the eye but a rayless cavern. 
Death is not one whom “a limner would 
love to paint or a lady to look upon”; 
but Holbein has given a strange and fas- 
cinating interest to the figure, which in 
The 
grim monarch sat to a painter who not 
only added to the truthfulness of his por- 
trait the charm of poetic feeling, but the 
magic touch of whose pencil made his 


all other hands is merely repulsive. 


dry bones live. 
The insignificance of the material in 
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which the painter worked, when compar- 
ed with the effect which he produced, is 
also remarkable in this unique work of 
Art. For Holbein’s Dance of Death is 
not, like the others, either a great fresco 
painting, or a series of sculptures; it is 
not a painting at all—but merely a series 
of very small woodcuts, fifty-three in num- 
ber, forty-six of which were published at 
Lyons in 1538, and the whole afterwards 
at Bale in 1554, under the title, Simula- 
chres de la Mort, Icones Mortis : that is, 
in French and Latin, “ Images of Death,” 
—for the title “Dance of Death” is of 
recent origin. The leaves on which the 
cuts are printed make but part of a little 
book not so large as a child’s primer; but 
a copy of it is now worth ten times its 
weight in gold. It was copied and repub- 
lished in numberless editions, as a popu- 
lar book, merely for the sake of the sub- 
ject, and the great lesson taught by it,— 
each print being accompanied by an 
admonitory stanza, and a quotation from 
the Bible. Beside these editions, endeav- 
ors have been made of later years to 
imitate it satisfactorily as a work of Art, 
—but in vain. Great as we think our 
advancement in the arts has been,—the 
mechanical part of them, at least,—all 
the efforts of the lithographer, the wood- 
cutter, and even the line-engraver, to re- 
produce the spirit or the very lines of this 
work, have been but partially successful. 
There is as much difference between the 
most carefully-executed and costliest cop- 
ies and good impressions of the original 
made three hundred 
sold for a france or two, as 


wood-cuts, years 


ago, and 
there is between pinchbeck and gold. 

Any attempt to reproduce the effect of 
those groups in words can hardly fail to 
fall equally short of the mark; but we 
will tell our readers what they are, and 
endeavor te give some notion of their 
purpose and: spirit. 

The first shows the Creation of Wom- 
an;—we have seen before why she is 
made thus prominent,in the Dance. The 
composition is crowded with the denizens 
of the earth, the air, and the water; the 
sun, the moon, and the stars all appear; 
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the four winds of heaven issue from the 
laboring cheeks of figures that imperson- 
ate them. The Creator, in the form of 
an aged man in royal robes, and wear- 
ing the imperial crown, lifts Eve bodily 
from the side of the sleeping Adam. 

The second represents the Tempta- 
tion. Eve reclines upon the ground, and 
shows Adam the fruit which she has 
plucked. Adam stands grasping the 
tree with his left hand, and raises his 
right to gather for himself. The serpent, 
who looks down upon Eye, has the face 
and body of a woman. The forms in 
this group are fine; Adam’s is remark- 
able for its symmetry and grace; but 
Eve's face is ignoble. Indeed, Holbein, 
like Rembrandt, seems to have been in- 
capable of an idea of female beauty. 

In the third we see the Expulsion 
from Paradise ; and here the Dance be- 
gins. Our guilty parents fly before the 
flaming sword,—poor Eve cowering, and 
her hair streaming in a wavy flood upon 
the wind; and before them, but unseen, 
Death leaps and curvets to the sound of 
a yvielle or rote,—an old musical string- 
ed instrament,—which he has hung about 
his neck. His elee, as he leads forth his 
Victims into the valley where his shadow 
lies, is perceptible in every line of his an- 
eular anatomy; his very toes curl up like 
those of a baby in its merriment. 

In the fourth, Adam has begun to 
till the ground. The pioneer of his 
race, he is uprooting a huge tree, all 
unconscious that another figure is labor- 
ing at his side. It is not Eve, who sits 
in the background with her first-born at 
her breast and her distafl’ by her side— 
bat Death, who, with a huge leyer in his 
bony gripe, goes at his work with a fierce 
energy which puts the efforts of his mus- 
cular companion to shame. The people 
of Tolbein’s day not only saw in this sub- 
ject the beginning of that toil which is 
the lot of humankind, but, as they look- 
ed upon the common ancestors of all 
men, laboring for the means of life, they 
asked, in the words of an old distich,— 

“ When Adam delved and Eve span, 

Where was then the gentleman?” 
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The fifth composition seems to repre- 
sent a general rejoicing over the Triumph 
of Death. It shows a churchyard and 
porch filled with skeletons, who blow 
trumpets of all sorts and sizes; one beats 
frantically upon a pair of kettle-drums, 
and another, wearing a woman’s night- 
cap, with a broad frill border, plays the 
hurdy-gurdy. 

In the sixth, a Pope, the highest earth- 
ly potentate, is in the act of crowning an 
Emperor, who kneels to kiss his toe. But 
the successor of St. Peter does not see, 
as he sits upon his throne, giving author- 
ity and sanction to the ruler of an em- 
pire, that a skeleton leans from behind 
that throne, and grins in his face, and 
that another in a cardinal’s hat mingles 
with the throng before him. 

The seventh is one of the finest of the 
series. An Emperor is enthroned, with 
his courtiers round him. He is threaten- 
ing one with his sword for some act of 
injustice from which a poor peasant who 
kneels before him has suffered. But, 
unseen by all, a skeleton bestrides the 
shoulders of the monarch and lays his 
hand upon his very crown. There can 
be no doubt that Shakspeare had this 
subject in his mind when he wrote that 
fine passage in “ King Richard the Sec- 
ond,”’— 

“ Within the hollow crown 
That rounds the mortal temples of a king 
Keeps Death his court; and there the antic 
sits, 
Scoffing his state and grinning at his pomp; 
Allowing him a breath, a little scene 
To monarchize, be feared, and kill with looks; 
Infusing him with self and vain conceit, 
As if this flesh which walls about our life 
Were brass impregnable; and humored thus, 
Comes at the last, and with a little pin 
Bores throngh his castle wall, and—farewell, 
King!” 

In the eighth we see a King (it is un- 
mistakably Francis I.) dining under a 
canopy, and served by a splendid reti- 
nue. He stretches out his hand to re- 
ceive a wine-cup; for he does not see 
that Death is filling it. 

A Cardinal appears in the ninth, sell- 
ing an indulgence for a heavy bribe ; and 
we all rejoice to see that Death has laid 
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hands upon his hat,—the symbol of his 
rank,—and is about to tear it from his 
head. 

In the tenth, an Empress, passing 
through her palace-yard, attended by her 
ladies, is led by the favorite on whom 
she leans, and who she does not see is 
Death, into an open grave. 

Death, in the next, has assumed the 
guise of a Court Fool, and has seized a 
Queen at the very gate of her palace. 
She recognizes him, and struggles, shriek- 
ing, to free herself’ from his grasp ; but 
in vain. 


With a grin of fierce delight, he 


lifts up his hour-gl 


ass before her, and, in 
spite of her resistance and that of a gen- 
tleman who attends her, is about to bear 
her off. Every line of this composition 
is instinet with life. 

In the twelfth, Death earries off a 
Bishop from his flock. 

In the thirteenth, an Elector of the 
Empire, surrounded by his retinue, is ap- 
proached by a poor woman, who begs his 
aid in behalf of herself and her child; he 
repulses her scorntully ; for he does not 
see that Death, the avenger of the op- 
pressed poor, and who is here crowned 
with oak-leaves, has laid his gripe upon 
him. Wolbein has put such an expres- 
sion of power into the arm and of wrath 
into the face of this skeleton, that we ex- 
pect to see his victim haled off into the 
air before our very eyes. 

The Abbot and the Abbess are the 
In the 
former, Death has assumed the mitre and 


subjects of the next two cuts. 


the crosier of his vietim, and drags him 
off with such an expression of fun and 
burlesque pomp as we sometimes see in 
the face of a mischievous boy who mocks 
his betters. In the companion group his 
look is that of a demon; and with his 
head fantastically dressed, he drags the 
Abbess off by the scapulary which hangs 
from her neck. 

A Nobleman and a Canon are his prey 
in the sixteenth and seventeenth groups. 
We lack space to describe any but the 
most remarkable with particularity. 

The satire of the next three is levelled 
against the Lawyers, who were held in 
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such little respect in Bale. They show 
a Judge who takes a bribe from a rich to 
Wrong a poor suitor, and a Counsellor and 
an Advocate who lend their talents to 
wealthy clients, but turn their backs up- 
on the poor victims of “the oppressor’s 
wrong.” In one, a demon is blowing sug- 
gestions into the Counsellor’s ear from a 
pair of bellows, which he has doubtless 
used elsewhere for other purposes; in all, 
Death stands ready to avenge the poor. 

In the twenty-first, a Preacher ad- 
dresses a Congregation, whose interested 
attention the painter has portrayed with 
great skill, knowledge of character, and 
consequent variety and truth of expres- 
sion. Behind the Preacher stands Death, 
and, with a kind of grotesque practical 
pun, holds the jaw of a skeleton over his 
head, as far more eloquent than his own. 

A Priest and a Mendicant Friar are 
the subjects of the twenty-second and 
twenty-third. 

The twenty-fourth is of peculiar in- 
terest. In it we sce a youthful Nun, who, 
it is clear, has taken her vows too has- 
tily, kneeling before the oratory in her 
cell. But her heart is not in her de- 
votions ; for the lover whom she aban- 
doned has made his way into the apart- 
ment, and sits on her bed singing to his 
Inte. Ter hands are clasped, not in 
prayer, but in an agony of love and ap- 
prehension. She turns from the crucifix 
to gaze at him; and we see how the in- 
terview will end: for an aged female 
attendant, in coif and scapulary, leans 
over to extinguish the candles. We see, 
too, what its consequence will be; for 
that attendant is Death. 

Among the remaining subjects, which 
we cannot examine particularly, or in 
their order, are those of the Old Man 
and Old Woman led by Death, each to 
the sound of a dulcimer ;—the Physician, 
to whom in mockery Death himself brings 
a patient;—the Astronomer, to whom 
the skeleton offers a skull in place of a 
celestial globe :;—the Miser, from whom 
Death snatches his hoarded gold; and the 
Merchant, whom the same inexorable 
hand tears away from his ships and his 
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merchandise ; — the storm-tossed ship, 
with Death snapping the mast;— a 
Count, dressed in the extreme of courtly 
splendor, who recounizes Death in the 


‘disguise of a peasant who has flung 


down his flail to seize his lordship’s em- 
blazoned shield and dash it to pieces ;— 
a Duchess, whom one skeleton drags 
rudely from her canopied bed, while an- 
other scrapes upon a violin ;—a Peddler; 
—a Ploughman, of whose four-horse 
team Death is the driver ; — Gamblers, 
Drunkards, and Robbers, all interrupted 
in their wickedness by Death ;—a Wag- 
oner, whose wagon, horse, and load have 
been tumbled in a ruinous heap by a 
pair of skeletons ;—a Blind Beggar, who 
stumbles over a stony path after Death, 
who is his deceitful leader, and who 
turns back with a look of malicious glee 
to see his bewilderment and suffering —— 
and a Court Fool, whom Death, playing 
on bagpipes, and dancing, approaches, 
and, plucking him by the garment, wins 
him, with a coaxing leer, to join his pas- 
time. 

A few others claim our more particu- 
lar attention, Among them is a Knight, 
armed cap-a-pie, who is run through and 
through, from back to front, by Death, 
himself half armed in mockery. There 
is a concentrated vigor in the thrust of 
the lance, and a cool yenom in the coun- 
tenance of the assailant, that we may seek 
in yain in the works of famous battle- 


painters ; and it must always be remem- 
bered that Holbein’s figure is entirely 
without those indications of muscular 
movement by which we express our feel- 
ings,—in fact, a mere bare-boned skel- 
eton. 

A Bride at her wedding-toilet, whom 
Holbein has contrived to make almost 
beautiful, receives a robe from one at- 
tendant; another clasps round her neck 
a collar—of gold and jewels? No,—of 
bones, and with bony fingers. And the 
next cut to this shows us the Bridegroom 
and Bride walking through an apartment 
hung with arras, while before them dan- 
ces Death, beating a tabor, like a child 
beside himself with joy. 
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One of the finest and most touching 
conceptions in the whole series repre- 
sents a dilapidated Cottage, —a mere 
shanty, so wretched that the love of 
those who live in it is all their happiness, 
—nay, all their comfort. The mother is 
preparing for two little children the sim- 
plest and poorest of meals, at a fire 
made of a few small sticks. She finds 
consolation in the very pranks that hinder 
her humble task. Death enters,—there 
is no door to keep him out,—and, seizing 
the hand of the younger child, who turns 
and stretches out the other imploringly 
to his mother, carries him off, remorse- 
less and exulting, leaving her frantic 
with grief. We may look with compar- 
ative indifference, and sometimes even 
with sympathy, upon his other feats — 
but who is there that does not hate that 
grinning skeleton ?— And yet, perhaps, 
he exults that he has saved one soul, 
yet pure, from misery and crime. 

For vigor of movement the group of 
Death and the Soldier is preéminent. 
The field is covered with the wounded 
and the slain, in the midst of which the 
soldier encounters his last enemy. The 
“man is armed in panoply, and wields a 
huge two-handed sword with a vigor un- 
abated by former struggles. Death has 
caught a shield from the arm of some 
previous victim; but his only offensive 
weapon is a huge thigh-bone, which we 
plainly see will bear down all before it. 
In the distance another figure of Death 
flies madly over the hills, beating a drum 
which summons other soldiers to the field. 
It is impossible to convey in words the 
fierce eagerness of this figure, minute as 
it is, and composed of a few lines. 

The forty-seventh composition is one 
which has puzzled the critics and anti- 
quaries ; but it is not easy to conjecture 
why. It shows us a wretched Beggar, 
naked, sick, lame, — utterly destitute, 
miserable, and forsaken, — suffering at 
once all the ills that flesh is heir to. He 
sits huddled together on some straw, near 
a large building, and lifts his hands and 
face up piteously to heaven. Death is 
not there; and the antiquaries ask in 
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wonder, Why is the subject introduced ? 
Why, but to show that to him alone who 
would gladly welcome Death, Death will 
not come ? 

The work ends, as a connected series, 
with the Last Judgment, where Christ, 
who conquered Death, appears seated on 
the bow of’ promise,—with his feet resting 
on a celestial sphere, attended by angels, 
and showing to a throng of those who 
have risen from the grave the wounds by 
which he redeemed them from its power. 

To this is added an ornamental tail- 
piece called Death’s Arms. It shows a 
skull in a battered shield, which has for 
a crest a regal helmet surmounted by an 
hour-glass and two bony arms grasping a 
stone. The supporters to the shield are 
a gentleman and lady richly dressed,— 
said to represent Holbein and his wife. 

It is not known, positively, when ITol- 
bein drew these designs upon the blocks 
(for of course he did not engrave them) ; 
and it has even been disputed by one or 
two eminent antiquarian critics, that he 
designed them at all. But there does not 
appear to be a single valid reason for thus 
diminishing his fame. Ile probably was 
engaged on them between 1531, the date 
of his first return to Bale, and 1538, 
when they were published,—the year in 
which he refused the solicitation of his 
townsmen to return to the home of his 
childhood and the bosom of his family. 

Holbein continued to live in London 
until the year 1554, when that city suf 
fered a visitation of the plague, similar to 
that which was the oveasion of the paint- 
ing of the Great Dance of Death at 
Bale. Holbein was struck by the dis- 
ease; and Death, knowing gratitude as 
little as remorse, triumphed over him 
who had blazoned his triumphs. Upon 
the painter's fume, however, and that of 
his great work, Death could not lay his 
hand ; but so long as the grim tyrant shall 
claim his victims, so long will he perpet- 
uate the memory of Hans Holbein. 

Though he was a royal favorite, it is 
not known where he died; and the place 
where lie the ashes of him who, on a 
king’s word, was greater than seven earls, 
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is equally unknown; there is not a line 
or a stone to mark it. So soon after his 
death as in the reign of Charles I., (with- 
in one hundred years.) a nobleman—no- 
ble by nature as well as by birth—desirous 
of erecting a monument to him, sought 
his grave, but in vain, and was compelled 
to abandon his design. And thus was 
Holbein driven to live among strangers, 
to die without a wife to console or chil- 
dren to mourn him, and to lay his bones 
in a nameless grave in a foreign land. 
Such is an imperfect and brief ac- 
count of the origin, the various forms, 
and the meaning of the Dance of Death, 
and of the life and character of him 
whose genius has caused it to be call- 
ed by his name. It may smell too 
much of mortality and antiquity for this 
fast-living and forward-looking age; for 
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it is not only a monument of the past, 
but an exponent of its spirit. We can 
look back at it, through the mellowing 
mist of centuries, with curiosity not un- 
mixed with admiration; but we should 
turn with aversion from such a work, 
coming from the hands of an artist of 
our own day. We think, and with some 
reason, that we do not need its teach- 
ings ; for we are freed from the thrallom 
that gave edge to its democratic satire ; 
and we haye learned to look with great- 
er calmness, if not with higher hope, upon 
the future, to which the grave is but the 
ever-open portal. But we may yet profit 
by a thoughtful consideration of the eter- 
nal truths embodied by Holbein in his 
Dance of Death; and in the story of his 
life there is a lesson for every man, and 
every woman too, if they will but find it. 


LIZZY GRISWOLD’S THANKSGIVING. 


«“ So John a’n’t a-comin’, Miss Gris‘ld,” 
squeaked Polly Mariner, entering the 
great kitchen,-where Mrs. Griswold was 
paring apples and Lizzy straining squash. 

“Isn't he?” quietly replied the lady 
addressed, as the tailoress sat down in 
the flag-bottomed rocking-chair, and be- 
gan rocking vehemently, all the time 
eyeing Lizzy from the depths of her 
poke-bonnet with patient scrutiny. 

“No, he a’n’t;—so Mr. Gris’ld says,” 
went on Polly. ‘ You see, I was a-com- 
in’ up here from the Centre, so’s to see 
if Sam couldn’t wait for his roundabout 
till arter Thanksgivin’; for Keziah Per- 
kins, she ’t was my sister’s husband's fust 
wife’s darter, ’n’ finally married  sister’s 
fust husband’s son, she’s a real likely 
woman, and she’s wrote over from Taun- 
ton to ask me to go there to Thanksgiv- 
in’; ’n’ to-day’s Monday; ’n’ I was a- 
comin’ here Tuesday so’s to make Sam's 
roundabout; ’n’ yesterday Miss Luken’s 
boy Simon, he ’t a’n’t but three year old, 


he got my press-board, when he was a- 
erawlin’ round, ’n’ laid if right onto the 
cookin’-stove, and fust thing Miss Lukens 
know’d it blazed right up, ’n’ I can’t get 
another fixed afore Wednesday, and then 
Td ought to be to Taunton, cause there 
a'n’t no stage runs Thursday, and there 
hadn’t oughter, of course ” 

“We have got a press-board,” said 
Mrs. Griswold, quietly. 

“Yes, and I a’n’t goin’ to grandfa- 
ther’s in my old jacket, Miss Poll,” inter- 
posed Sam, one of the “ terrible” chil- 
dren who are scattered here and there 
through this world. “Catch me where 
all the folks are, in that old butternut 
suit!” added Sam. 

But here his father stepped in at the 
door,—a fine, sturdy, handsome  far- 
mer, one of New England’s model men, 
whose honesty was a proverb, and whose 
goodness a reliance to every creature in 
Greenfield. 

«John isn’t coming, wife,” said Mr. 
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Griswold, in a steady, sober tone. “ He 
says business will delay him, so that he 
can only get to Coventry just as we do.” 

“ So you had a letter,” said Mrs. Gris- 
wold, carefully avoiding a look at Lizzy. 

“ Yes,” said Mr. Griswold, in a very 
abrupt way.— Are you ready to go back, 
Miss Polly ? for I've got to go down to 
‘the Centre again with a load of wheat.” 

“Well, yes, I don’t know but I be. I 
ken stay over, if you want help, Miss 
Gris'ld. I'm a-goin’ to the minister's 
to help Miss Fletcher a little mite this 
afternoon, but I guess she don’t lot on 
it none; ’n’ seein’ it’s you, I ken stay, if 
you want help” 

Lizzy looked quickly across the kitch- 
en at her mother. 

“Oh! no, thank you, Miss Polly, I 
know Mrs. Fletcher would feel very bad- 
ly to lose your help, and I really don’t 
need it until to-morrow.” 

“Then Tl come round to the door as 
quick as I’ve loaded up,” said Mr. Gris- 
wold; and Miss Polly settled back in 
her chair to wait comfortably ; a process 
much intensified by a large piece of Mrs. 
Griswold’s gingerbread and a glass of 
new cider, both brought her by Lizzy’s 
hospitable hands,—readier even than usu- 
al just now, in the vain hope of stopping 
Polly Mariner's clattering tongue. But 
neither gingerbread nor cider was a spe- 
cific to that end: Polly talked while she 
ate, and ate while she talked. But while 
she finishes her luncheon, let us make 
known to the patient reader whom and 
what the tailoress discusses. 

John Boynton was a step-cousin of 
Lizzy Griswold’s. Her youngest aunt 
had married a widower, with one son, 
some five years older than Lizzy, and 
had always lived in the old homestead 
at Coventry, with her father; while the 
other daughters and sons, six in num- 
ber, were scattered over the State, re- 
turning once a year, at Thanksviving, 
to visit their birthplace, and bring their 
children into acquaintance with each 
other. Eben Griswold, who lived at 
Greenfield, was nearer home than any 
of the others, and Lizzy, consequently, 
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oftener at her grandfather’s house than 
her cousins. She and John Boynton 
were playmates from childhood, and it 
was not strange that John, who had 
never known a pleasure unshared by 
Lizzy, or suffered a pain without her 
consolation, should grow up in the idea 
that he could not possibly live without 
her, an idea also entertained half-con- 
sciously by Miss Lizzy, though neither 
of them ever yet had expressed it; for 
John was poor, and had no home to offer 
any woman, much less the petted child 
of a rich farmer. So Mr. Boynton, Jr., 
left home to teach school in Roxbury, 
five years before the date of our story, 
without making any confidences on the 
subject of his hopes and fears to Miss 
Griswold; and she knit him stockings 
and hemmed pocket-handkerchiefs for 
him with the most cold-blooded perse- 
verance, and nobody but the yarn and 
the needles knew whether she dropped 
any tears on them or not. 

Now it had always been John Boyn- 
ton’s custom to give his school Thanks- 
giving-week as a vacation,—to take the 
train on Monday for Greenfield, and stay 
there till Wednesday, when the whole 
family set off together for Coventry, to 
spend the next day, according to time- 
honored precedent. 

Whatever John and Lizzy did in those 
two dull November days, it never has 
been made known to the present chroni- 
cler; it is only understood that no point- 
blank love-making went on; yet the days 
always ran away, instead of creeping; and 
neither of the: twain could believe it was 
Wednesday when Wednesday came. But 
this year those forty-eight hours were des- 
tined to drag past, for John wasn’t com- 
ing; why, we shall discover,—for Polly 
Mariner has finished the cider, and the 
gingerbread is as much subject of inquiry 
as “ The Indians.—where are they ?” 

“So John Boynton a’n’t a-comin’ ? 
Well! Hetty Maria Clapp’s jest got 
home from Bunkertown, that’s tew mile 
from Roxbury, ’n’ she told Miss Lucas 
that Miss Perrit, whose sister’s son keeps 
a erocer’s store to Roxbury, told that Mr, 
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Boynton, their teacher to the "Cademy, 
was waitin’ on Miss Roxany Sharp's 
cousin, a dreadful pretty gal, who'd come 
down from Boston to see Roxany, an’ 
liked it so well she staid to Roxbury all 
through October. I do’no’s T should ha’ 
remembered it, only ’t I hed the dredful- 
lest jumpin’ toothache that ever you did, 
’n’ Miss Lucas, she’d jest come in to our 
house, an’ she run an’ got the lodlum an’ 
was a-puttin’ some on’t onto some cotton 
so’s to plug the hole, while she was tellin’; 
’n’ I remember I forgot all about the 
jumpin’ while ’*t she was talkin’, so T ses, 
ses I, ‘Miss Lucas, I guess your talkin’s 
as good as lodlum’; ’n’ she bu’st out 
larfin’, ’n’ ses she, * Polly Mariner, I de- 
clare fort, you do beat all!’ ‘ Well,’ 
ses I, ‘I'd die content, ef I could beat 
John Boynton; fur ef ever T see a feller 
payin’ attention to a gal, he’s been pay- 
in’ on’t to Lizzy Gris'ld this four year; 
and “ta’n’t no wonder ’t I think hard on’t, 
for there never was a_prettier-behaved 
gal than her on Greenfield Tiill’; an’ I 
ses”. 

Lizzy was on the point of “ freeing her 
mind” just at this juncture, when Mrs. 
Griswold interposed her quiet voice,— 

“ Don’t trouble yourself to defend Liz- 
zy, Miss Mariner ; you know John Boyn- 
ton is her cousin, and he has been here a 
good deal. Folks will talk, I suppose, al- 
ways; but if John Boynton marries well, 
T don’t think anybody ’Il be more forward 
to shake hands with him than our Lizzy.” 

“Of course I shall,” said the young 
lady, with a most indignant toss of her 
head. “ Pray, keep your pity, Miss Polly, 
for somebody; else. I don’t need it.” 


looked up from his whittling, and coolly 
remarked ,— 

“Tt looks as if you did, though!” 

“Sam!” said his mother, with —em- 
phasis. 

Sam whistled, and, with his hands m 
his pockets, having shut his jack-knife with 
a click, and kicked his shavings into the 
fire, muttered something about feeding 
the pigs, and beat an ignominious re- 
treat, —snubbed, as the race of Adam 
daily are, and daily will be, let us hope, 
for telling “the truth, the whole trath, 
and nothing but the truth.” 

For Lizzy certainly did look as if she 
eared. A pretty enough picture she made, 
too, flung down on the old black settle, 
one well-shaped hand pinching the arm 
as if it had been—John Boynton’s !—the 
other as vigorously clenched on a harm- 
less check-apron that showed no dispo- 
sition to get away; her bright red lips 
trembling a little, and her gray eyes sus- 
piciously shiny about the lashes, while her 
soft black hair had fallen from part of’ its 
restraints on to the gay calico dress she 
wore, and her foot beat time to some 
quick step that she didn’t sing! 

Mrs. Griswold did not care for the pic- 
turesqne, just then ; she cared much more 
for Lizzy, and her acute feminine instinct 
helped her to the right word. 

“TT don’t believe it, dear!” said she; 
“you'd better finish straining that squash, 
or Widow Peters won't have her pies for 
Thursday.” 

Lizzy went to work,—work is a grand 
panacea, even for sentimental troubles,— 
and in doing battle with the obstinate 
squash—which was not as well cooked 


the sagacious Polly. 
uppose you'd allow ’t 
out it; and T wouldu’t, 
des, there’s as good fish 
T declare for *t! there’s 
come round early to- 
y, all on ye!” 
tod. 
if he is!” said Lizzy, 
wnoon the settle, when 
hind Polly’s blue cloak. 
said nothing, but Sam 


as it might have been,—Lizzy, for the 
moment, looked quite bright, and forgot 
John, till her father came in to dinner. 

Somebody once said that Mrs. Griswold 
was “a lesser Providence,” and Lizzy 
thought so now ; for scarce were they all 
seated at dinner, when she remarked, in 
a very unconcerned and natural way,— 

“What keeps John in Roxbury so 
long, father ?” 

* He has business in Boston,” curtly 
answered Mr. Griswold.— Sam, did you 


& Tm,” sniffe 
“Well, [ didn’t 
you felt put out a 
if T was you. Bes 
in the sea as 
Mr. Gris’ld! [1 
morrer. Good-d. 

So Polly depa 

“J don’t care, 
flinging herself d 
the door closed be 

Mrs. Griswold 
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go over to the Corners, yesterday, about 
those sheep ?* 

Sam answered, and the conversation 
went on, but John’s name did not enter 
it, nor did Mr. Griswold offer to show his 
letter either to mother or Lizzy. 

Now the latter lady, not being a per- 
fect woman, had sundry small faults ; she 
was proud, after a certain fashion of her 

own; slightly sentimental, which is rather 
a failing than a fault; but her worst trait 
was a brooding, fault-seeing, persevering 
tact at making herself miserable, scarce 
ever equalled. The smallest bit of van- 
tage-ground was enough for a start, and 
on that foundation Lizzy took but a few 
hours of suspicion and imagination to build 
up a whole Castle Doubting. The cause 
she had to-day was even greater than 
was necessary ; it was peculiar that her fa- 
ther should be so reserved ; it was more 
strange that he so perseveringly withheld 
John’s letter; and certainly he watched 
Lizzy at her work with unusually tender 
eyes, that sometimes filled with a sort of 
mist. All these things heaped up evi- 
dence for the poor girl; she brooded over 
each separate item all night, and added 
to the sum Polly Mariner's gossip, and 
looked forward to the day when every- 
body in Greenfield should say, “ Lizzy 
Griswold’s had a disapp’intment of John 
Boynton!” Poor, dear, Lizzy ! as if that 
were an unheard-of pang! as if nine- 
tenths of her accusers were not “ disap- 
p'inted ” themselves,—some before, some 
after marriage,—some in themselves, some 
in their children, some in their wretched, 
dreary lives! But there was only one 
John and only one heart-break present 
to her vision. 

Polly Mariner came to breakfast next 
day, and pervaded the kitchen like a 
daily paper. Horrible murders, barn- 
burnings, failures, deaths, births, mar- 
riages, séparations, lawsuits, slanders, and 
petty larcenies outran each other in her 
lib speech, and her fingers flew as fast 
on Sam's blue jacket as her tongue clap- 
pered above it. 

Lizzy’s pride kept her up before the 
old woman; she was in and out and 
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everywhere, a pretty spot of crimson on 
either fair cheek, her eyes as sparkling 
and her step as light as any belle’s in a 
ballroom, and her whole manner so gay 
and charming that Polly inwardly pro- 
nounced John Boynton a mighty fool, if 
he dodged such a pretty girl as that, and 
one with “ means.” 

But night came, and Polly went. Liz- 
zy went to bed with a bad headache,— 
convenient synonyme for aches of soul or 
body that one does not care to christen! 
Sleep she certainly did that night, for she 
dreamed John was married to a rich 
Boston girl with red hair and a yellow 
flannel dress, and that Polly Mariner was 
bridesmaid in the peculiar costume of a 
blue roundabout and pantaloons! But 
sleep with such dreams was scarcely a re- 
storer; and Wednesday morning, when 
Mrs. Griswold asked Lizzy if she had 
put up her carpet-bag to go to Coventry, 
she received for answer a flood of’ tears, 
and a very earnest petition to be left at 
home. 

“ Leave you, Lizzy! Why, grandfath- 
er couldn’t have Thanksgiving without 
you! And Uncle Boynton! And Aunt 
Lizzy is coming up from Stonington with 
the new baby ;—and—John, too! You 
must go, Lizzy, dear!” 

“JT can’t, mother! I can’t!” said the 
poor girl, sobbing after every word; 
“please don’t ask me. I can’t! I’ve got 
a headache ; oh, dear!” Here a fresh 
burst of tears followed, as Lizzy buried 
her head in her mother’s lap. 

Mrs. Griswold was both grieved and 


astonished; she sat speechless, stroking 
the soft hair that swept over her knee, 
till Lizzy’s sobs quieted, and then said,— 

“Well, dear, if you’re set on staying 
at home, I won’t oppose it, if your father 
thinks best; but I must ask him; only 
what will you do, Lizzy, here alone all 
night ?” 

“Chloe and Peter will be here, moth- 
er; and I'll make Chloe sleep in Sam’s 
room, and leave the door open; and when 
they go down to Dinah’s, I'll lock up, and 
I shan’t feel afraid in broad day.” 

Mrs. Griswold shook her head doubt- 
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fully. “I'll see what father says,” said she. 
So Lizzy lifted her head, and smoothed 
her hair, while her mother went out to 
the barn to consult “ father.” 

Here she was, if anything, more puz- 
zled. Mr. Griswold heard the proposal 
with a rather misty look, as if he’ didn’t 
see why, and when his wife finished, said, 
gravely,— 

“ What is it, Susan? Anybody ’t has 
lived as long as I have knows preity well 
that a woman’s headache stands for a 
whole dictionary.” 

“Why, you see,” said Mrs. Griswold, 
twisting a little lock of hay in her fin- 
gers, and faintly blushing, as if the ques- 
tion had been of herself rather than Liz- 
zy, * she-—well, the fact is, husband, she’s 
kind of riled about John’s not coming ; 
you see we haven’t been real particular 
about the children, and so” 

“You needn’t spell it, Susan,” said Mr. 
Griswold, with a half smile ; “ Polly Mar- 
iner’s tongue helped on, I guess. You 
let Lizzy stay, if she wants to; ’twon't 
hurt her; when folks want to sulk, I gen- 
erally let ’em. She can stay.” 

He began to whistle “ Yankee Doodle ” 
and pitch hay energetically, while “ Su- 
san” was within hearing; but how would 
that dear woman’s soul have floundered 
deeper and deeper in the fog that cloud- 
ed it now, had she seen her grave hus- 
band sit down on one end of the hay- 
mow and laugh till the tears stood in his 
keen eyes, and then, drawing his coat- 
sleeve across the shagey lashes, say to 
himself, “ Poor child!” and begin his 
work with fresh strength ! 

So matters were all arranged. After 
dinner, the rusty, dusty, old carriage ap- 
peared at the door, with the farm-horses 
harnessed thereto, jingling, and creak- 
ing, and snapping, as if oil and use were 
strange to its dry joints and still straps. 
Mrs. Griswold mounted to the back seat, 
after kissing Lizzy with hearty regret 
and tenderness,—her old gray pelisse 
and green winter bonnet harmonizing 
with the useful age of her conveyance. 
“Father,” in a sturdy great-coat and 
buckskin mittens, took the reins; and 
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Sam, whose blue jacket was at that mo- 
ment crushing his mother’s Sunday cap 
in a bandbox that sat where Lizzy 
should have been, clambered over the 
front wheel, to the great detriment of’ the 
despised butternut suit, and, seizing the 
whip, applied it so suddenly to Tom and 
Jerry that they started off down the Cov- 
entry road at a pace that threatened a 
solution of continuity to bones and sin- 
ews, as well as wood and leather. 

Lizzy turned away sadly from the 
door. Who can say that just at that min- 
ute she did not wish she had gone, too ? 
But nobody heard her say so. She went 
up-stairs to her room, and tried to read, 
but couldn’t attach any ideas to the 
words ; she was half an hour over a page 
of a very good book, and then flung it 
upon the bed with an expression of dis- 
gust, as if it were the book’s fault. Poor 
authors! toil your fingers off, and spin 
your brains out! be as wise as Solomon, 
or witty as Sheridan! your work is vani- 
ty and vexation of spirit, unless the read- 
er'’s brain choose to receive and vivify 
the hieroglyphs of your ideas; think your- 
selves successful because a great man 
praises you, and to-morrow that man is 
twisted with dyspepsia, or some wom- 
an passes him without a smile, and your 
sparkling sketch, your pathetic poem are 
declared trash! Such is fame! Of which 
little homily the moral is,— Write for mon- 
ey! What a thing it is to be worldly-wise ! 
So was not Lizzy; if she had been, she 
would now be at Coventry, kissed and 
caressed by grandfather, aunts, uncles, 
cousins, and. But we won't antici- 
pate. 

Lizzy flung down the book, and went 
to her closet for another; but it was as 
good (or as bad) as Bluebeard’s closet, 
for there hung the pretty crimson me- 
rino, with delicate lace at the throat 
and round the short sleeves, in which 
Miss Lizzy Griswold once intended to 
electrify Mr. John Boynton this very 
evening. True it is that short sleeves 
are not the most sensible things for No- 
vember; but Lizzy was twenty, and had 
such round, white arms, that she liked to 


1859.] 


wear short sleeves, as any girl would; 
and who is going to blame her? Not I! 
A girl doesn’t know her privileges who 
was never just a little vain,—just a little 
glad to be pretty when John is by. Liz- 
zy looked at the crimson merino, and at 
the smart slippers on the floor with a shin- 
ing black bow on each instep. There, too, 
on a little low table, was a green box; 
somebody kad left it open,—mother, per- 
haps,—so she saw on its cotton bed a red 
coral bracelet, that came from Roxbury, 
or thereabout, last year at this time. Liz- 
zy shut up the box, and went down-stairs 
to get tea. 

Chloe was indignant to think “ Miss 
*Lisbeth ” thought she couldn’t get sup- 
per without help, and Miss "Lisbeth was 
vexed with Chloe for being cross. And 
then, when supper came, the tea seemed 
to be very unwilling to be swallowed, 
and the new bread was full of large 
lumps that choked a person, and the 
lamps didn’t burn clearly at all, — and 
—and—when Chloe, still sulky, had 
cleared the table, Lizzy sat down on a 
low cricket beside her mother’s stuffed 
rocking-chair, and had as good a ery as 
ever she had in her life, and felt much 
better for it. 

So she sat there, with her head on the 
arm of the chair, rather tired with the 
cry, rather downhearted for want of the 
supper she hadn’t eaten, and making pic- 
tures in the fire, when all of a sudden it 
came into her head to wonder what they 
were doing at Coventry. There was 
grandfather, no doubt, in the keeping- 
room, telling his never-tiring stories of Lit- 
tle Robby, and Old Bose, and the Babes 
in the Wood; or singing the ever-new 
ditty of 
“Did you ever, ever, ever, ever, ever, ever, 

ever,’’— 
and so on, ad infinitum, till you got to— 
“ See a man eat a whale?” 
to some half dozen children ; while sweet 
Aunt Lizzy, serenely smiling, rocked the 
fair little baby that fifteen cousins had 
kissed for welcome that day; and Uncle 
Boynton trotted the baby’s brother on his 
knee, inviting him persistently to go to 
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Boston and buy a penny-cake, greatly to 
little Eben’s aggravation, who would end, 
Lizzy knew, by crying for the cake, and 
being sent to bed. Then there were Sam, 
and Lucy Peters, and Jim Boynton, up to 
all sorts of mischief in the kitchen,—Su- 
san Boynton and Nelly James cracking 
nuts and their fingers on the hearth,— 
father and mother up-stairs in grand- 
mother’s room; for grandmother was bed- 
ridden, but kindly, and good, and humor- 
ous, and patient, even in her hopeless 
bed, and nobody was dearer to the whole 
family than she. Then, of course, there 
was a fire in the best parlor, and there 
were all the older cousins, telling conun- 
drums and stories, and playing grown- 
up games, and some two, or four, may-be, 
looking out in couples at the moonshine, 
from behind the curtains,—Sue James, 
perhaps, and John. Sue was so pretty ! 
Lizzy’s head bent lower on the arm 
of the chair; her thoughts travelled back 
overa great many Thanksgivings,—years 
ago, when she wore short frocks, and used 
to go with John to see the turkeys fed, and 
be so scared when they gobbled and strut- 
ted with rage at her scarlet bombazette ; 
—how they used to pick up frozen ap- 
ples and thaw them in the dish-kettle- 
how she pounded her thumb, cracking 
butternuts with a flat-iron, and John 
kissed it to make it well,—only it didn’t! 
And then how they slid down-hill be- 
fore church, and sat a long two hours 
thereafter in the square pew, smelling of 
“ meetin’-seed,” ‘and dinted with the kicks 
of weary boys in new boots; and finally, 
afier the first anthem and the two hymns 
and the three prayers and the long ser- 
mon were over, came home to dinner, 
where the children had their own table 
at the end of the grown people's board, 
and Lizzy always took the head and 
John the foot,—till, exhausted by the 
good things they had eaten, and tantaliz- 
ed by the good things they couldn’t eat, 
they crept away to the fire and their 
picture-books for a quiet hour, winding 
up the day with all the plays that coun- 
try and city children alike delight in. 
Then came recollections of later days, 
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when John was a young man, and Lizzy 
sfill a little girl—when long talks banish- 
ed turkeys and apples and sliding,—when 
new books or sleigh-rides crowded out the 
old games,—when the two days of John’s 
yearly visit Were half-spent in the leaf- 
less, sunny woods, gathering mosses and 
acorn-cups, delicate fern-leaves, and clus- 
ters of fire-moss, and red winter-green 
berries, for the pretty frames and baskets 
Lizzy’s skilful fingers fabricated,—when 
he shook hands at coming and going, in- 
stead of kissing her ;—but it seemed just 
the same, somehow. Dear me! those 
days were all gone! John didn’t care 
about her any more! he was in love with 
a beautiful Boston lady. Why should he 
care about a homely little country cous- 
in? He would go to live in Boston in a 
great big house, and he’d be a great man, 
and people would talk about him, and she 
should see his name in the papers, but he 
never would come to Coventry any more! 
And he’d acted as if he did love her, 
too!—that was men’s way,— heartless 
things! If John had a good time, what 
did he care if Lizzy did grow into a gray- 
haired, puckered-up old maid, like Miss 
Case, with nobody to love her, or take 
eare of her, or ask about her, or—or— 
kiss her ?—The climax was too much for 
Lizzy ; great big tears ran down on the 
arm of the stuffed chair, and she would 
have sobbed out loud, only Chloe opened 
the door, to put up the tea-things, I sup- 
pose, and Lizzy wouldn’t cry before her. 
But, for all that, she didn’t hear Chloe 
come to the fireplace ; she only felt her 
sit down in the big chair, and, simul- 
taneously, a pair of strong arms lifted 
Miss Lizzy on to John Boynton’s knee, 
and held her there. It wasn’t Chloe. 

I declare, one gets out of patience with 
these men! they do astonish a person so 
sometimes, one doesn’t know what to do 
or say. Lizzy had been thinking to her- 
self, not two minutes ago, with what cool 
and smiling reserve she should meet John 
Boynton, how dignified and kindly dis- 
tant she would be to him,—and now,— 
well! it was so sudden,—and then, as I 
said before, these men do get round one 
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so,—if you happen to love them.—Lizzy 
forgot, I suppose; at any rate, she wasn’t 
dignified, or reserved, or proper, or any- 
thing of the kind, for she just hid her 
pretty head on his square shoulder, and 
said, “ Oh, John! ”—* slowly, and noth- 
ing more,”—as Mr. Tennyson remarks 
about cutting Iphigenia’s head off with 
a sharp knife. 

I don’t know that John talked much, 
either. I rather think Lizzy got over 
the climax that had troubled her a little 
while ago. Presently, she raised her 
head and gathered up her hair that had 
fallen down, and became painfully aware 
that she had on only a blue calico! John 
never knew it; he knew somebody had 
a very sweet face, full of cloudy blushes 
and sunshiny smiles, and, not being a 
Pre-Raphaelite, the foreground was of 
no consequence to him. 

So, after a time, Lizzy slipped down to 
her cricket again, still leaning on the arm 
—of the chair,—and John expounded to 
her the excellent reason that had delayed 
his coming home. He had been offered 
a large salary to take the head of a pub- 
lic school in Boston, and those two days 
had been devoted to arranging the affair; 
he had satisfied the school-committee as 
to his capacity, and made up his mind 
on several points of minor importance to 
them, — but, perhaps, greater to him. 
Among others, he had found a house, a 
tiny house, with a little yard behind, and 
a view of Boston Harbor from the upper 
windows, all at a reasonable rent, pros- 
pect thrown in; this house he had hired, 
and now—he had come to Greenfield for 
a housekeeper. 

Lizzy suddenly discovered that she was 
hungry, and invited John into the kitch- 
en to get a piece of pie; but, after all, 
instead of eating hers while he was eating 
his, she went up-stairs, brushed out her 
hair and coiled it wp with a coral-topped 
comb, that came to light, very strangely, 
just in time, —put on her merino frock, 
her bracelet, and her slippers, — rolled 
herself up in shawls and hoods and mit- 
tens, and was lifted into John’s buggy, to 
old Chloe's great delight, who held the 
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lamp, grinning like a lantern herself, and 
tucking ‘ Mr. John’s” fox-skin round his 
feet, as if he had been ten years old. 

So Lizzy Griswold did get to Coventry 
the night before Thanksviving, after all; 
and when Uncle Boynton met her at the 
door, he called her “my dear daughter.” 
Perhaps, as John had told Lizzy, on the 
drive over, that her father had heard all 
about his business and his intentions, in 
that letter she did not see, the young lady 
had decided to disinherit him, and adopt 
Uncle Boynton in his place; rather an 
unfair proceeding, it is true, since the 
letter was withheld by John’s special re- 
quest ; and, indeed, Lizzy didn’t act like 
a “cruel parient” to her father, when 
he came, after uncle, to give her a wel- 
come. 

They had a merry time at Coventry 
that Thanksgiving-—even merrier than 
another smaller assemblage, that took 


place at Greenfield about Christmas, when 
Polly Mariner came over a week before- 
hand to make Sam a new suit through- 
out, and Lizzy looked prettier than any- 
body ever did before, in a fresh white 
dress, and a white rose, off grandmoth- 
er’s tea-rose-bush, in her hair. It is on 
record, that she behaved no better than 
she did that evening when somebody 
found her crying in a blue calico; for 
Sam was overheard to say, as Polly hus- 
tled him off to bed, that, “if ever he was 
married, he guessed they wouldn't catch 
him makin’ a fool of himself by kissin’ a 
girl right before the minister !—if he’d 


have been Lizzy, John Boynton’s ears 
would have sung for one while ; but girls 
were fools |” 

So John Boynton got a housekeeper ; 
and Lizzy had more than one ‘Thanks- 
giving-day in her life, beside the Goy- 
ernor’s appointments. 


ACHMED AND HIS MARE. 


An old Arabian tale the truth conveys, 
That honor’s passion avarice outweighs. 


Brave Achmed owned a mare of wondrous speed ; 
He prized her much above his wife or creed. 


And lest some one should steal that precious mare, 
Tle guarded her with unremitting care. 


He tied her every night before his tent ; 
The fastening-cord then round his pillow went. 


When all in slumber lay, the robber crept, 
Unloosed the cord, and on the courser leapt. 


“ Wake up!” he cries,—* 'tis I, the thief, who call ; 
See now if she in flight is chief of all!” 


Mount Achmed and his tribe in wrath and shame, 
And chase him as a tempest chases flame. 
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Not Achmed nearly to the robber came, 
When thus he thought :—“ My mare will lose her fame. 
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“Tf I o’ertake her, she is then outrun; 
But if I reach her not, I am undone. 


“Oh, better she were stolen before my face 
Than have her vanquished in this desperate race !” 


. 
One secret sign his mare was taught to heed, 
Whenever she must try her utmost speed. 


He to the robber screamed, “ Quick, pmch her ear!” 
The sign she felt with answering love and fear. 


As like a level thunderbolt she flew, 
All chase was vain, the vexed pursuers knew. 


Before this self-betrayal blank surprise 
Fills Achmed’s comrades, and their wondering cries 


Demand, “ How shall thy foolish act be named ?”»— 
“My mare is lost, her glory is not shamed,” 


He says: “I knew, that, if her ear he nipped, 
The darling prize could never be outstripped.” 


CHARLES LAMB AND SYDNEY 


Tuere were in Great Britain, soon 
after the commencement of the present 
century, three remarkable groups of 
young men. Distinct schools of thought, 
like the philosophic schools of Greece, 
each of the groups was marked by pe- 
culiar ideas, tastes, and sympathies. The 
French Revolution, with its menace of 
fundamental changes, clashing with sen- 
timents and convictions which ages had 
rendered habitual and dear, called for 
an inquiry into great principles and the 
grounds of things. The Napoleonic age 
had the terrific formlessness of chaos. 
Did it premonish the passing away of 
old things, and herald the birth of a new 
order and a new social state? or did 
the trouble spring from innate madness 
in the “younger strengths” which were 
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trying to overthrow the world’s king- 
doms? Should venerable Royalty, after 
howling in the wilderness and storm, 
be again enthroned? or should men at- 
tempt to realize the fair ideals which the 
word Republic suggested? Should re- 
ligion be supplanted ? shonld Protestant- 
ism be confirmed ? or should, perchance, 
the crosier of the Old Church be again 
waved over Europe? These were the 
questions that were mooted, and they 
aroused unwonted activity and vigor of 
thought as well in literature as in polities. 

The old century left in England few 
celebrated names to take part in the 
literature of the new. The men who 
made the poems, romances, dramas, re- 
views, and criticisms for the first quarter 
of our century had almost all been in 
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youth contemporaries of the Reign of 
Terror, and had been tried in that un- 
paralleled period as by a fiery furnace, 
while their opinions were in a formative 
state. Crabbe and Rogers were traditions 
of the time of Goldsmith and Johnson ; 
Gifford wrote with a virulence and ability 
which he might have learned in boyhood 
from Junius; but with these exceptions, 
English literature fifty years ago was 
represented by young men. 

We mention, as the first group of young 
thinkers, the founders of the “ Edinburgh 
Review,”— Sydney Smith, Francis Jef 
frey, Francis Horner, and Henry Brough- 
am,—whose united ages, when the first 
number of that review appeared in 1802, 
made one hundred and seven years. 
Members of the Whig party, possessing 
much learning and more vivacity and 
earnestness, and having among them, if 
not severally, abundance both of daring 
and prudence, they startled conservative 
people, evoked the best efforts of authors 
by their brilliant castigations, and inau- 
gurated the discussion of measures of re- 
form which it took thirty years to get 
through Parliament. The critic of the 
company was Francis Jeffrey, whose hap- 
piness it was to live just when he was 
needed. Without capacity to excel either 


the realm of ideas or of facts, he was 
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ties of the law, but nowhere else, had not 
the “ Edinburgh Review” been created. 
Jeffrey’s critical articles have little value 
when regarded according to their aim and 
as integral compositions; the arguments 
which they contain are often insufficient, 
and the literary judgments wrong. But 
they are full of the scattered elements of 
thought. Many of the best ideas of the 
books and men of which they treat are 
stated in them with admirable clearness 
and piquancy, and they are, therefore, 
pleasant secondary sources of informa- 
tion. 

Francis Horner died of consumption 
in Italy before he was forty years of 
age, and there is nothing of surpassing 
brilliancy or power in any of his writ- 
ings. Yet he made a most extraordina- 


ry impression upon his contemporaries. 


His name is never mentioned by his 
associates except with unusual respect. 
Brougham, when he alludes to him, even 
in a letter, seems to check his pen into 
soberness, and to be as cautious as if he 
were speaking on a religious subject. 


Search through the published corre- 
spondence of Jeffrey, Sydney Smith, and 
Mackintosh, and Horner is found uni- 
formly mentioned, not with peculiar af- 
fection or kindness, not with any inten- 


t 
relations between the 
a statesman, philosopher, nor poet; but 
while the heavens and the earth threat- 
ened to rush in confusion together, he 
was an admirable cicerone to the troub- 
led and wandering wits of men. Tle had 
no inherent qualities, and, if other people 
had not existed, would not have been 
alive himself; his faculty was simply an 
eye for relations, and his mental life be- 
gan when some one threw a series of 
thoughts across his line of vision. He 
could tell all about those thoughts,—how 
large each was, what complexion they 
had, how they stood in order with each 
other, and how they compared with other 
thoughts which he remembered having 
seen before. Such a mind might have 
achieved success among the technicali- 
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purposes, pursued the most useful though 
difficult knowledge, and cultivated with 
equal zeal the ornaments of taste and 
those recondite historical and statistical 
studies which are the roots of political 
science. He was as far from being flighty 
as Immanuel Kant. Everything that 
he did was marked both by temperance 
and sagacity. Philosophically speaking, 
a personality, any personal being, is un- 
doubtedly the most mysterious thing in 
the universe. How abstract ideas come 
together to grow and bloom in a young 
bosom is wholly past the comprehension 
of philosophy. As personality in the ab- 
stract fascinates a philosopher by its mys- 
tery, so a personality of uncommon purity, 
intensity, and completeness fascinates all 
men, and thus, perhaps, is explained the 
high estimation in which Horner was 
held. He was regarded by those who- 
knew him, as Pythagoras was by his disci- 
ples, with the deference commanded by 
a superior person. 

The indefatigable character of Lord 
Brougham, the only survivor of this group, 
cannot yet be sketched in a paragraph. 
To Sydney Smith we shall presently re- 
turn. 

The second group of young men was 
formed fifteen years later. They were the 
antagonists of the Edinburgh reviewers, 
the authors of the “ Noctes Ambrosiane,” 
the main support of “ Blackwood’s Mag- 
azine,” almost from its beginning. Their 
names were John Wilson, J. G. Lock- 
hart, James Hoge, and, for a time, Wil- 
liam Maginn. These were very high, as 
well as, excepting Hoge, very young 
Tories. It would be an apotheosis of 
loyalty to say that they were also emi- 
nently religious, though they drank many 
bumpers to their religion. When they 
meet in the third of the “ Noctes” and 
have taken their places at the table, 
North proposes : * A bumper! The King! 
God bless him!” and three times three 
are given. Then Tickler proposes: “ A 
bumper! The Kirk of Scotland !” and the 
rounds of cheers are repeated. These 
indispensable ceremonies being over, the 
Blackwood council proceeds to discuss 
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men and things over nectar and am- 
brosia. 

Wilson was the centre and best rep- 
resentative of this group. At Oxford, 
he had been so democratic that he black- 
ed his own boots on principle. On leay- 
ing Oxford, he had roamed for a time 
as a wild man in a band of gypsies. He 
next took a cottage in the lake district in 
the North of England, where he associated 
with Wordsworth, and occupied himself 
alternately with desperate gymnastic ex- 
ercises and composing slight descriptive 
poems. Even after connecting himself 
with the magazine and becoming the sym- 
posiarch of the “ Noctes,” and perhaps 
the greatest Tory in all broad Scotland, 
he did not renounce his home among the 
lakes. He was a lover of scenery, and 
an enthusiast and master in manly sports. 
Tle is said to have fished in every trout- 
brook north of the Clyde, and he wan- 
dered every season over the Highlands. 
In his sportsnian’s accomplishments he 
took a truly English pride, and made 
fun of the Edinburgh Whigs by repre- 
senting a company of them as getting by 
chance into the same room with himself 
and his associates, and then, pipes and 
tobacco being brought, as being fairly 
smoked out, sickened, and obliged to 
retreat by the superior smoking capaci- 
ties of the Tories. He ridiculed Leigh 
Hunt for fancying in one of his poems 
that he should like a splendid life on 
a great estate, when (as Wilson says) 
he couldn't even ride without being 
thrown. Yet, of all the men of this time, 
there was probably no one who had 
wider sympathies or more delightful pre- 
judices than Professor Wilson, or who 
made more sagacious reflections. |The 
centre of a literary clique, he loved to 
associate with all the other cliques, and 
was one of the first to recognize and pro- 
claim the great merits of Wordsworth. 

The third group was larger than either 
of the preceding, retained its esprit de 
corps longer, and may be most conven- 
iently defined as the associates of Charles 
Lamb. Beside Lamb, there were Cole- 
ridge, Southey, Lovel, Dyer, Lloyd, and 
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Wordsworth, among the earlier members 
of it—and Hazlitt, Talfourd, Godwin, De 
Quincy, Bernard Barton, Procter, Leigh 
Hunt, Cary, and Hood, among the later. 
This group, unlike the others, did not 
make politics, but literature, its leading 
object. It was composed of literary men, 
—a title of doubtful import, but which 
certainly in civilized society will always 
designate a class. Political life has more 
of outward importance, religious life is 
holier, but literary life is the most hu- 
mane of all the avocations. It is to the 
professions what pastoral occupations are 
to the trades. Politics and religion both 
have something to do with institutions. A 
mechanical man can play a part in them 
not very well, but passably well. But 
the literary man is sheer humanity, with 
nothing to help him but his thoughtful- 
ness and sensibility. He is the unfelled 
tree, not the timber framed into the ship 
of state or carved into ecclesiastic grace. 
He lives as Nature lives, putting on the 
splendor of green when the air is sunny, 
and of erystal when the blasts sweep by ; 
and while his roots reach down into the 
earth, there rises nothing above him but 
the heavens. Past experience shows that 
he may be harsh, prejudiced, and unhap- 
py; but it shows also that the richest 
human juices are within him, and that 
not only the most peculiar and most sen- 
sitive, but also the most highly-endowed 
characters are named in the list of au- 
thors. The central and most admirable 
figure in this particular group of litera- 
ry men is Charles Lamb; and as each 
of the other groups clustered around an 
organ, so at a later period Lamb and his 
associates supported the “ London Mag- 
azine,” in which the “Essays of Elia” 
first appeared. 

If it be asked what gave that strong 
coherence to these associates which con- 
stituted them groups, a wise man would 
answer, —congeniality of character. A 
wiser man, however, would not overlook 
the element of suppers. The “ Edin- 
burgh Review ” seems to have been first 
suggested over a quiet bottle of wine; 
and at a later day the Edinburgh review- 
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ers, increased in number by the accession 
of Mackintosh and one or two others, 
formed an honored clique by themselves 
in the splendid society of Holland House. 
The “ Noctes Ambrosianz” is the endur- 
ing monument of the way in which the 
Blackwood men passed their nights, and 
not the less so from the fact that they were 
for the most part written out by Wilson 
in sober solitude. Charles Lamb began 
his career of suppers with Coleridge, as 
the latter came up to London from the 
University to visit him, and the famous 
Wednesday-evening parties given by him 
and his sister Mary would occupy a large 
space in the literary history of this epoch. 
It is a true proverb, that people are but 
distant acquaintances till they have eaten 
salt together. 

The sketches which we have thus given 
will indicate the leading tendencies that 
were operating in English literature, 
though the groups themselves did not 
include all the eminent literary men. 
Campbell, Shelley, and Byron were sin- 
gle lights, and did not form constellations, 
—unless, perhaps, Shelley and Byron may 
be regarded as a wayward and quickly- 
disappearing Gemini. Sir Walter Scott, 
and, in their later years, Southey, Words- 
worth, and Coleridge, were of a cosmo- 
politan character, and served as links 
between different parties. And it may 
be added, that diplomatic relations and 
frequent intercommunication existed be- 
tween all the groups. 

Passing from the general schedule to 
the characters and careers of Charles 
Lamb and Sydney Smith, it will be our 
aim to show how these two most witty 
men were also intensely serious and duti- 
ful,—how they were both disciplined by 
a great sorrow, and obedient to a noble 
purpose,—and thus to relieve wit from 
the charge of having any natural alliance 
with frivolity. 

A thorn, it needs not a sage to say, 
vexes the side of every human being. 
Poetry laments the inadequacy of men to 
their ideals, philosophy declares an error 
in the figures which sum up life, religion 
reveals the fall of the race. The thorn 
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is known which pierced the matchless 
joyousness of Charles Lamb. His family, 
highly gifted with wit, tenderness of feel- 
ing, and mutual love, had a tinge of mad- 
ness in the blood. At twenty years of 
age he was himself shut up six weeks in 
a madhouse, his imagination in a vagary. 
He was not again affected; but the poison 
had sunk deeper into the veins of his sis- 
ter. The shadow of a deed done in the 
dark ever pursued her. Charles devoted 
his life to her whose life was an intermit- 
tent madness, yet who, in her months 
of sanity, was a worthy sister of such a 
brother. His kindness to her knew no 
bounds. It was strange that she had pre- 
monition of the recurring fits of her dis- 
order; and when the ghost of unreason 
beckoned, Charles took her by the hand 
and led her to the appointed home. 
Charles Lloyd relates, that, at dusk one 
evening, he met them crossing the ficld 
together on their melancholy way to- 
ward the asylum, both of them in tears. 
In the smiles of Charles Lamb, and they 
were many, his friends always remarked 
a prevailing expression of sadness. The 
“fairhaired maid,” who had been the 
theme of his first poetizing, appears not 
He 
and Mary lived together, received eve- 
ning visitors together, went to the thea- 
tre and picture-gallery together, visited 
the lakes and the poets together; and if? 
he was ever seen in public without her, 


again in his verses or in his life. 


his friends knew there could be but one 
reason for it, and did not ask. When he 
left the India House, he had reserved 
from his income a considerable sum for 
her support; though the liberality of his 
employers, as it proved, rendered this pre- 
caution unnecessary. She was his part- 
ner in writing the Shakspearian tales, 
and he always affirmed that hers were 
better done than his own. To her he 
dedicated the first poems that he pub- 
lished; and she, too, was a poetess, ex- 
cellent in her simple way. Thus was 
Charles Lamb’s life saddened by a great 
affliction ever impending over it, and 
sanctified by a great duty which he never 
for a moment forgot. 
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Tt was his good-fortune, while at school 
at Christ’s Hospital, to become acquaint- 
ed with Samuel Taylor Coleridge. A 
timid boy, creeping around among his 
boisterous companions like a little monk, 
it was that soaring spirit which first taught 
him to look up. Two men whose intellects 
more strongly contrasted could not he 
found. Coleridge suffered throughout life 
from over-much speculation. Could he 
have had his eye less upon the heavens 
and more upon the earth, could he have 
been concentrated upon some human du- 
ty, he would have been a much wiser 
and better man. Even in his youth he 
was the rhapsodist of old philosophies, 
had resolved social life into its elements, 
and dreamed of putting it together again 
to suit himself on the banks of the Sns- 
quehannah. Though Lamb wondered at 
the speculations of Coleridge, and, loving 
him, loved the metaphysies which were a 
part of him, yet it was without changing 
his own essentially opposite disposition. 
Lamb clung to the earth. He cultivated 
the excellency of this life. Tle was con- 
erete, and hugged the world as he did his 
sister. He reverently followed the dis- 
courses of Coleridge, admiring, perhaps, 
“the beanty of the words, but not the 
words themselves ”; but when the Opium- 
Eater also began to take speculative 
flights before Lamb, the latter stopped 
him at once by jangling his metaphysics 
into jokes. It was in conversation with 
Coleridge, begun at school and contin- 
ued afterward at frequent meetings, that 
Lamb first ventured to try his own pow- 
ers and was prompted to literary activity. 
But for a slight defect in his speeeh, he 
would probably have followed Coleridge 
to the University with the intention of 
going into the Church. A delightful cler- 
gyman he would have been, if he had 
duly undertaken the office, and one would 
have walked far to see him in the priestly 
robe, to hear him chant the service, to 
receive pastoral advice from him; yet we 
fear the “ Essays of Elia” would have 
been less admirable than now. He was 
roused by Coleridge; and though he could 
not put the aureole of the latter about 
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his own head, he began to do the best he 
could in his own way. 

Life is a play between accident and pur- 
pose. Why was it, that, of all the books 
in the world, Charles Lamb should have 
fixed his affections chiefly on the old Eng- 
lish dramatists? He might have turned 
to old Greece, admired the fruits of the 
classic ages, and become one of those 
sparkling artistic Hellenists that are oc- 
casionally seen in modern times. Ile 
might have turned to the medieval peri- 
od. He had an eye for cloisters and nuns. 
His fancy would have been struck with 
the grotesqueness of many of the ideas 
and institutions of those times. He would 
have got on finely with Gurth the swine- 
herd and Burgundy the tusk-toothed, and 
one of his masterlf witticisms would have 
upset Duns Scotus. Perhaps, of all the 
medieval characters, he would have been 
most smitten with the court fool, and, if 
he could have been seated at a princely 
table of the twelfth century, the bowl 
surely would not have been round many 
times before he and the fool would have 
had a few passes at each other. There 
was enough in the Middle Ages to have 
fascinated him; and could he, like some 
romantic Novalis, have once penetrated 
thither, and tasted the fruit, he would 
have found it a lotus, and would have 
wished never to depart. His soul would 
have clung to church architecture,—un- 
der which term may be included all the re- 
ligious, political, poetical, moral, and prac- 
tical life of the Middle Ages. The accident 
in the case, however, was, that his uncle’s 
library did not contain the Greeks, nor 
the Middle Ages, but did contain the old 
English authors. These he mastered; 
and out of these he created his ideals. 
In the affluent vigor of the Elizabethan 
age, in the buoyant négligé of the times 
of merry Charles, he found people that 
he liked. To every reflective and slightly 
scholastic mind, there is a charm in look- 
ing at things in the distance. The per- 
spective fits the eye. This may have 
helped the enthusiasm with which he 
looked upon the writers and heroes of 
the old English literature ; but its prin- 
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cipal cause was their open-heartedness, 
their informality, their stout and free hu- 
manity underneath laces and uniform. 
Having thus found his place in litera- 
ture, he began also to be rich in friends, 
and his life was devoted every moment 
to thought and affection. The time that 
he passed at the desk of the India House 
was time in which he did not live ; or per- 
haps, while he autographed the mercantile 
books, there was a higher half-conscious 
life of the fancy which lightly flitted 
round and round the steady course of his 
pen. He thus exults, after his emancipa- 
tion from his clerkship upon a pension :— 
“T came home FoREVER on Tuesday in 
last week. The incomprehensibleness of 
my condition overwhelmed me. It was 
like passing from life into eternity. Ev- 
ery year to be as long as three; that is, 
to have three times as much time that is 
real time—time that is my own—in it. I 
wandered about thinking I was happy, 
but feeling I was not. But the tumultu- 
ousness is passing off, and I begin to un- 
derstand the nature of the gift.” For 
this one-third of his waking time, to have 
and to hold unhampered by any depen- 
dence, he had most willingly consigned 
the rest to drudgery. The value which 
he set upon it appears from the following 
answer which he made to Bernard Bar- 
ton, who thought of abandoning his place 
in a bank and of relying upon literary 
labor for support :—‘ Throw yourself on 
the world without any rational plan of 
support beyond what the chance employ 
of booksellers would afford you! Throw 
yourself, rather, my dear Sir, from the 
steep Tarpeian rock, slap-dash, headlong, 
upon iron spikes. If you have but five 
consolatory minutes between the desk 
and the bed, make much of them, and 
live a century in them, rather than turn 
slave to the booksellers. Ilitherto you 
have been at arm’s length from them,— 
come not within their grasp. I have 
known many authors want for bread, 
—some repining, others enjoying the 
blessed security of a counting-house, all 
agreeing that they would rather have 
been tailors, weavers,—what not ?—rath- 
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er than the things they were. I have 
known some starved, some go mad, one 
dear friend literally dying in a mad- 
house. Oh! you know not—may you 
never know!—the miseries of subsist- 
ing by authorship.” Thus he esteemed 
of priceless worth honestly-earned inde- 
pendent time for the pursuits that were 
dearest to him. 

Ilis literary and social avocations were 
so intimately blended that they seem to 
have been almost the same. Ile was as 
thoughtful in his evening parties as he 
was in the act of composition, and as gen- 
tle and kindly in writing as he was to his 
friends. He gathered about him not 
many of the most famous, but many of 
the most original and peculiar men of his 
time. His Wednesday-evening parties 
were assemblies of thinkers. They were 
composed in large part of men who were 
not balanced by a profession, who were 
devoted only to wit, fancy, or speculation, 
who cultivated each a peculiar field and 
cherished each peculiar tastes and opin- 
ions, who were interested in different 
quarters of the heavens, and yet who 
came together, prompted by the spirit of 
sociality and kindliness, to lay perhaps 
the backs of their heads together, and to 
talk always sincerely and wisely, but in 
the form of sense or nonsense, as the case 
might be. Lamb and his sister were al- 
ways ready to appreciate every variety 
of goodness, and doubtless their euests 
received an order something like that 
which was addressed to the dwellers in 
Thomson's enchanting castle :— 


“Ye sons of Indolence! do what you will, 
And wander where you list, through hall or 
glade; 
Be no man’s pleasure for another stayed; 
Let each as likes him best his hours employ, 
And cursed be he who minds his neighbor's 
trade!” 


To these parties sometimes came Cole- 
ridge, who in conversation seems to have 
been a happy mixture of a German phi- 
losopher and an Italian improvvisatore. 
Here Hazlitt learned to utter the philo- 
sophie criticisms which he most passion- 
ately believed in; and Lloyd, whose in- 
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tellect was one of peculiar refinement, 
discoursed modestly of metaphysical prob- 
lems, analyzing to an extent that Tal- 
fourd says was positively painful. Here 
the social reformer Leigh Hunt came, 
and for the moment forgot that social re- 
forms were needed. Tere the Opium- 
Eater came, and his cloudy abstract loves 
and hates and visions were exploded by 
the sparks of Elia’s wit. Mere the phi- 
losopher Godwin developed philosophy 
out of whist. Here the pensive face of 
the Quaker poet, Bernard Barton, shed a 
mild light upon the scene; and here the 
lawyer Thomas Noon ‘Talfourd came to 
admire the finest characters that he knew 
of. 

Having thus noticed the painful expe- 
rience and unfaltering* devotion to noble 
aims which marked the career of Charles 
Lamb, we leave him with his friends, and 
pass to notice the same elements in the 
life of his brother wit. 

Sydney Smith preferred the legal pro- 
fession, and esteemed himself a victim in 
entering the Church. His practical wis- 
dom informed him, that, from the begin- 
ning even until then, qualities like his 
had not found a happy sphere of' action 
in the pulpit, but, on the contrary, had 
rusted or grown ugly in it. He had as 
much sentiment as Sterne, and perhaps 
as much political sagacity as Swift, yet 
the finest instincts within him recoiled 
from following in the path of either the 
one or the other. With a subtile and ex- 
uberant wit,—he knew that wit touches 
not sacred things. With great practical 
prudence and a brilliant speculative ca- 
pacity,—in a clergyman, prudence is less 
than faith, and brillianey of thought than 
the glow of the heart. In his rich com- 
posite character he had, indeed, the qual- 
ities which make the clergyman ; his dis- 
position was religious, his heart was ten- 
der and Christian, he could give the best 
advice to the people ; and though his ap- 
pearance was not quite saint-like, it was 
at least suggestive of a good man who was 
walking in the way which he pointed out 
to others. But these qualities were not 
those with which he was most highly en- 
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dowed. Energy and sterling common- 
sense, which he had inherited from his 
father, an elastic, mercurial, and passion- 
ate nature, which had come to him from 
his Huguenot mother,—these were the 
strong points in his character, and it be- 
longs to neither of them to take the lead 
in the Church. Sydney had scanned the 
whole field. Lavine questioned well his 
desires, examined well his blood, derived 
what wisdom he could from history and 
observation, he deliberately chose the 
law. Why, then, did he take to theology ? 
We read that his father had incurred so 
much expense in educating his eldest son 
for the legal profession, and in fitting out 
two others for India, that he could not 
well furnish the means for Sydney’s edu- 
cation, and stronely recommended him to 
go into the Church; and that the son sac- 
rificed his own to his father’s inclination. 

We may imagine Sydney Smith's re- 
flections. With his versatile talent, hon- 
orable ambition, and consciousness that 
he could have made a shining name in 
political life, his object now was to find a 
sufficient sphere for the exercise of all 
his powers in the Churéh. It was no 
fault of his that he was unwilling to settle 
as curate and have no aim beyond his 
parish except to go to heaven at last. 
With his superfluity of human nature, for 
him to become a saint was out of the 
question. What then? Should he enter 
the realm of dogmaties, and become a 
learned and redoubted champion of the 
faith, passing his life amid exegesis ? 
Should he renounce thorough thinking, 
and become a polished and popular pas- 
tor, an ornament of the pulpit and of so- 
ciety ? Should he signalize himself for 
gravity, orthodoxy, and ability, seek the 
earthly prizes of his profession, and per- 
haps become Archbishop of Canterbury ? 
Should he become a jolly, vinous, and 
Friar-Tuck sort of clergyman? God 
forbid! he said to each of these queries, 
and rushed forward into his profession. 
Regarding himself as a lamb for the 
slaughter, yet tremendously in earnest 
not to be sacrificed, he went into the 
Church groping and fearing, but resolute. 
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Trembling lest he should not do his duty 
both to himself and to his sacred office, 
he yet determined to try. Thus the 
thorn which troubled Sydney Smith was 
not an affliction, but was what he regard- 
ed as a danger; and, though less patent 
and pointed than that in the life of Charles 
Lamb, probably had not less influence in 
the discipline of character. 

Behold, then, the long and yenerable 
line of the clergy opening to receive him, 
and behold him entering it! The clergy, 
the priesthood, the holy fathers, the strong 
bishops, the monks, the ghostly race, the 
retired enthusiasts, now melancholy, now 
rapt, now merry-making, the consolers of 
sorrow, the divine heroes in an earthly 
life—even one of this family does Syd- 
ney propose to be. At the age of twen- 
ty-four he becomes curate in the little 
hamlet of Salisbury Plain—the young 
graduate of Oxford sent into the country 
to be pastor to the inmates of ha!f-a-dozen 
hovels!) Then he writes his description 
of a curate :—“ The poor working man 
of God,—a learned man in a hovel, good 
and patient,—a comforter and a teacher, 
—the first and purest pauper of the ham- 
let; yet showing that in the midst of 
worldly misery he has the heart of a 
gentleman, the spirit of a Christian, and 
the kindness of a pastor.” He regards 
himself as almost excluded from his kind, 
and quotes (or originates) the proverb, 
that there are three sexes, men, women, 
and clergymen. Ile took long solitary 
walks over the plains of Salisbury, re- 
fleeting upon the manifold activities of 
the world, in which he had no part. The 
only society that he had was during the 
oceasional visits of the squire to the 
neighborhood, who, surprised to find the 
curate so interesting a person, gave him 
frequent invitations to dinner. Thus 
passed two years, when the squire con- 
signed his son to the curate to be educat- 
ed, and Sydney Smith, starting with the 
young man for the Continent, was driven 
by stress of war te Edinburgh. 

There he met Horner, Jeffrey, Brough- 
am, and others, young thinkers and full 
of matter,—Horner the philosopher, Jef 
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frey the critic, Brougham the statesman, 
and Sydney Smith the divine,—and the 
divine was unsurpassed by any of the 
others in wit, energy, or decision of char- 
acter. While the events with which the 
times were rife were striking fire in all 
their brains, it was the divine who first 
turned their thoughts to account by sug- 
gesting that they should start a review. 
The suggestion was acted upon, and un- 
der his editorial care the first numbers 
of the “Edinburgh Review” appeared. 
His prudence and remonstrances saved it 
from manifold excesses; for Jeffrey was 
not a man to be moderate in times like 
those. The brilliant critic received not a 
few such lectures as the following :—* I 
certainly, my dear Jeffrey, in conjune- 
tion with the Knight of the Shagey Eye- 
brows [Horner], do protest against your 
increasing and unprofitable skepticism. I 
exhort you to restrain the violent tenden- 
cy of your nature for analysis, and to cul- 
tivate synthetical propensities. What is 
virtue ? What's the use of truth ? What’s 
the use of honor? What’s a guinea but 
a d—d yellow cirele ? The whole effort 
of your mind is to destroy. Because 
others build slightly and eagerly, you em- 
ploy yourselfin kicking down their houses, 
and contract a sort of aversion for the 
more honorable, useful, and difficult: task 
of building well yourself.” It was the 
boast of Sydney Smith in old age that he 
had very little to change in the opinions 
which he had at various times advanced, 
—that he had seen every important meas- 
ure which he had advocated passed and 
become recognized as beneficent. The 
variety of the review suited the versatili- 
ty of his talent; the problem, What wor- 
thy thing shall T employ myself in do- 
ing ? was solved; and an ample public 
career was opened to him. When, after 
five years, he passes from Edinburgh to 
London, he is not only a poor clergyman, 
but a famous Edinburgh reviewer. He 
becomes popular in society and as a 
preacher, and delivers 'ectures on Moral 
Philosophy to crowded houses of the élite 
-of the metropolis. 

When he is again exiled as a curate, 
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his solitude is not unbroken, but he re- 
ceives and returns the visits of the most 
eminent people. Tlis neighbors ran to 
him one day, shortly after his arrival, ex- 
claiming,—* Please your honor, a coach! 
a coach! a eoach!” Sydney saw in the 
distance the equipage of Lord Holland, 
and challenged the admiration of his pa- 
rishioners by boldly answering,—“ Well, 
my good friends, stand firm ; never mind, 
even if there should be a coach; it will do 
us no harm ;—let us see.” A simple pas- 
tor and an eminent man, with flashing 
energy he approves himself a good man. 
Sunday he preached, Monday he doe- 
tored the sick, Tuesday Sir James Mack- 
intosh visited him for a week, Wednes- 
day he read Ariosto, Thursday he began 
an article, Friday he reviewed his pa- 
tients, Saturday he repaired his barn. 
Now he is laying down a rule that no 
day shall pass in which he will not make 
somebody happy; now he is fixing a bar 
whereon it shall be convenient for his 
cows to scrape their backs; now he is 
watching by the side of his sleeping baby, 
with a rattle in hand to wake the young 
spirit into joyousness the moment its 
sleep breaks. He goes through the par- 
ish as doctor, wit, and priest, guide, phi- 
losopher, and friend, studying the tem- 
per and needs of the simple congrega- 
tion to which he preaches on Sunday, 
while his brain is racking with great 
thoughts. With these higher thoughts 
he has to do as he sits at his desk and 
writes an article for the larger parish of 
the United Kingdom. With a wild play 
of wit and fancy and laughter he graces 
the sturdy column of his virtue and fidel- 
itv. He lived in what was said to be the 
ugliest and most comfortable house in 
England, admired by every visitor for 
his ‘independence, manliness, refinement, 
and liveliness. When he visited Lon- 
don, as he often did, and when in later 
years he lived there and was lionné, his 
simplicity of character remained. To 
the last he was one of the sincerest 
and most active of clergymen and of 
men. 

It is probable that there were not living 
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at the time two more serious men than 
the two wits whose careers we have out- 
lined. Indeed, it is quite a mistake to 
suppose that wit has anything to do with 
temper or sentiment at all. A man may 
be perpetually sulky, and yet habitually 
witty,—may smile, and smile, and smile, 
and yet be a most melancholy individual. 
Wit is simply a form of thought, and is as 
intellectual as scientific study. It differs 
from other thought only in being a little 
outré,—a little in excess; it overdoes the 
thing only because it has so much energy 
in it. It is what Charles Lamb said a pun 
was, —‘“ a sole digest of wisdom.” All 
great thoughts are at first witty, and af- 
terward come to be common and flat. 
When Pythagoras discovered the theo- 
rem of the squares erected on the sides 
of a right-angled triangle, it had the effect 
on him of a most preposterous joke. The 
apple dropping on the head of Newton 
struck him like a very far-fetched pun. 
Show a child the picture of a wild Tar- 
tar, and his first motion will be to laugh 
at it. We have seen a man while read- 
ing Kant, the dryest. of metaphysicians, 
slap his knee, leap upon his feet, and 
swear, in exuberance of mirth, that Kant 
had said a good thing. If it were dis- 
covered to-morrow to be a scientific truth 
that this world is wrong side out, and if 
inventive genius should discover a way 
to put the other side out, we should all 
of us think it a fimny thing, but our 
transversed descendants would regard 
the matter as a commonplace. New pro- 
posals in the arts, and new discoveries in 
the sciences are always at first laughed 
at. Thus wit is only thought that is be- 
yond the present capacity of the listeners, 
thought of whose meaning they can catch 
only a glimpse; it is the forerunner of 
what our very stupid race, which is al- 
ways a little behind the times, is wont to 
call wisdom. If the race should ever be- 
come completely sage, nothing less than 
a joke would ever be uttered. 

The likenesses of Charles Lamb and 
Sydney Smith make them both very se- 
vere-looking men. Like marble, which 
in costume takes the appearance of the 
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finest lace, so that it seems as if it would 
yield to the touch of a finger, their deli- 
cate fancies and sentiments were but the 
surface of a solid and thorough charae- 
ter. 

They lived in different spheres, cor- 
responding to the difference in their gen- 
ius. Sydney Smith had the more versa- 
tile and fruitful mind. With restless ener- 
gy he supported yarious characters, being 
equally famous as a wit, Whig, Edinburgh 
reviewer, eloquent preacher, brilliant man 
of society, and canon of Saint Paul's. His 
biographer well describes him as a rough 
rider of subjects, and with surpassing 
good sense he overran every problem 
with which the public mind was occupi- 
ed. THe was a reformer, but it was after 
the English and not the French fashion, 
He had unbounded respect for existing 
human blessings, believed in things sub- 
stantially as they were, and couldn’t have 
been persuaded to try an experiment. 
that had much of hazard in it. A French- 
man is always at home amid earthquakes 
and volcanoes and hurricanes, and the 
immediate prospect of an end to every- 
thing that is and a beginning of something 
the like of which never has been. The 
spirit of the great French Revolution was 
to exterminate all the results of time up 
to that point, and, having made a clear 
Hence heads 
went off, religion was proscribed, thrones 
were burned, the calendar was changed ; 


field, to begin oyer again. 


even the heavenly bodies should no lon- 
ger bear down their freight of old asse- 
ciations, and Orion received the name 
of Napoleon. Could the earth have in 
any way been transformed, could grass 
possibly have been made blue and the 
heavens green, or could man have been 
done over into any other sort of animal, 
there is not the slightest doubt that those 
Frenchmen would have undertaken it. 
In comparison with such men, Sydney 
Smith sank into insignificance as a re- 
former. He lived under a religion, gov- 
ernment, and system of manners, all of 
which he was desirous to retain. He 
did not wish for his children any institu- 
tions very much more comfortable thar 
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England offered at the moment. He 
regarded the advantages of life with 
great complacency, thinking, doubtless, 
that men had better opportunities than 
they availed themselves of; and the chief 
intensity of his purpose was not to make 
hetter opportunities, but to improve them 
better. Ile probably did not approve of 
all the men and cusioms that he saw, was 
decidedly opposed both to wickedness and 
stupidity ; but he did not propose, like a 
Frenchman, at thé first fault, to blot out 
the heavens and the earth. He demon- 
strated in his life how genial, under exist- 
ing institutions, a clergyman could be, 
how discreet a young enthusiast could 
be, how widely active a curate could be, 
how acceptable in society an honest man 
could be, how brilliant a plain English- 
man could be. A great reformer he was, 
—but the spirit of his refi consisted 
chiefly, not in changing, butte making 
better use of the blessings which we al- 
ready possess. Compared with this pre- 
vailing spirit of personal reform, the re- 
formatory public measures which he was 
prominent in advocating were of slight 
consequence. Merry on the surface, 
with an iron core of stubborn resolution 
within, he equally delighted his most 
homely and his most elegant friends, and 
while he sympathized with humble life, 
he had a profound respect for the techni- 
cally best society. 

Charles Lamb lived within a narrower 
and peculiar range. With more of con- 
centration, he had a less abounding en- 
His character 
was an odd and clegant miniature, while 
that of Sydney Smith was volwninous. 
He loved a particular sort of men, and 
that sort was honest men; while the mer- 
ry divine could deal with politicians and 
even with Tallevrand himself. Sydney 
was playing a part in the Whig party, 
among the advocates of reforms; the 
sympathies of Elia went for the reform 
of the United Kingdom, and of the uni- 
verse, too, if possible,—but he was more 
interested in a profound thought, brought 
forth from the struggling breast of Hazlitt, 
than in any bill introduced into Parlia- 
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ment. He was occupied with his old 
books, his sincere friends, his beloved 
sister. He cared little for the beau monde, 
would rather not look upon a duke or a 
duchess without a grating between; but, 
turning from the current into an eddy, 
content with the many thoughtful and 
original persons whom he had about him, 
he delighted to fish for the shyest tenants 
of the stream and to dive for strange 
pearls. Ie loved remote thoughts, quaint 
expressions, fantastic ideas. Ie especial- 
ly attached himself to any violent symp- 
toms of human nature. Being in a pic- 
ture-gallery, he observed a stout sailor in 
towering disgust at one of the old mas- 
ters, spit his tobacco-juice at it, and 
swear, with an expletive, that he could 
do better himself. ‘The honest opinion 
honestly expressed, the truth and vigor 
of the man, delighted Lamb, and he 
rushed up to him to shake hands. When- 
ever the sailor, afier that, wrote to his 
friends in London, he wished to be par- 
ticularly remembered to Mr. Charles 
Lamb, who wouldn’t be humbugeed about 
that old painting. 

It was this strong sympathy with hu- 
man character which made Elia rather a 
contemner of the worship of Nature. Ie 
liked things that were as definite as the 
works of men, and found great difficulty 
in sympathizing with a landscape. There 
was nothing on Fleet Street for which he 
did not feel a personal attachment ; all 
the hurry and majestic order of a great 
city, all the little by-ways and hedges of 
city life, the wealth, the poverty, the 
splendor, the rags, the men and women, 
all acting under the stern discipline of an 
immense society, the boys, the beggars, 
the chimney-sweeps, the hilarious and the 
sorrowful, the fine ladies and noble lords, 
were all duly appreciated by him. If he 
had been taken up to the pinnacle of 
a mountain, instead of entertaining one 
of Wordsworth’s sublime contemplations, 
he would have been very likely to flap 
his arms and crow like chanticleer.  In- 
deed, in middle age he was accustomed 
to boast that he had never seen a moun- 
tain. Born in London, and always re- 
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siding in London till the last years of his 
life, esteeming man the crown and pur- 
pose of the universe, he was much in- 
clined to regard the love of Nature, which 
figures so largely in modern literature, as 
a popular delusion. Ife would have sym- 
pathized with the French philosopher 
who, after accompanying a young lady 
to the Highlands of Scotland, surprised 
her raptures by saying to her,— Aimez- 


vous les beauiés de la nature? Pour 
’ 


mot, je les abhorre.” 

The diverse religious character of these 
two men may be illustrated by an allusion 
to their different habits with respect to 
Art. Sydney Smith, visiting Paris, satis- 
fied himself by a fifteen-minutes’ observa- 
tion in the galleries of the Louvre. His 
mind, almost orbicular in its various ca- 
pacity, took in the scene at a glance. 
There were pictures from almost every 
country, statues from almost every age, 
representations of the finest imaginations 
of the mind and of the noblest labors of 
history. He was not a barbarian with 
respect to the Louvre, but understood all 
about it, and knew its excellence and 
value; yet he mingled his sentiment and 
common-sense well together, and took a 
rapid we ‘om chamber to chamber. 
He probably entertained large views of 
Art during his impetuous progress through 
the ages, from battle-field to battle-field, 
from saint to saint, from philosopher, 
poet, and hero, to landscape, shepherdess, 
and domestic scene. He took in thought 
with lightning swiftness, and lived for fit- 
teen minutes amid statues and paintings 
which collected scenes from all the uni- 
verse. He went forth, satisfied that the 
Louvre was a fine gallery of Art, that 
Art was a very fine thing, that painters 
and sculptors ought to be encouraged, 
and that he had been looking at many 
things which were worthy a man’s con- 
sideration. If he had been called upon 
at once to preach a sermon, there is 
no doubt that he would have made very 
judicious reflections upon the spectacle 
which he had beheld. 

Charles Lamb, too, visited Paris, and 
though it is not recorded that he went 
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into the Louvre, yet we can hardly be 
mistaken in coujecturing that he did, and 
Ile 
would have entered those galleries with 
timid ecstasy. He would at first have 
shrunk away from the full splendor, and 


the thoughts with which he went. 


made acquaintance with some modest 
painting in a Happy would 
some friend near him be to hear the 
half-tender, halfwitty, yet most appre- 
ciative conceit which should first come 
would 
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stammering from his lips. Ife 
have advanced slowly, and only after 
much delay would have ventured to 
stand before the great masters, and to 
look up eye to eye at the spirit of the 
Louvre. After taking his departure, he 
would never have thought familiarly of 
the won would have remained 
in his minds terrible and sacred an 
episode as was the descent into Hades 
to Virgil's hero. 

Not only in the Louvre, but in the 
world, Charles Lamb was the more timid 
worshipper. The whole character of his 
mind, the intensity of his thought within 
a narrow sphere, made him reverent of 
the Infinite. The thought of departure 
from the life which he now lived was to 
him a very solemn one. Religious ideas 
were so sacred to him that he never re- 
ferred to them lightly, and seldom at all. 
When he did mention them, it was with 
peculiar impressiveness. No one can read 
the account of his share in a conversation 
on “ persons one would like to have seen,” 
without admiring the energy and pathos 
with which he alluded to one Person, 
whose name, however, he did not utter. 
Discussions on religious subjects he never 
tolerated in anybody but Coleridge. One 
evening, after he and Leigh Hunt had 
returned from a visit to Coleridge, Hunt 
began to express his surprise that a man 
of so much genius as the Highgate sage 
should entertain such religious opinions 
as he did, and mentioned one of his doc- 
trines for especial reprobation. Lamb, 
who was preparing the second bowl of 
punch, answered, hesitatingly, with a gen- 
tle smile—* Never mind what Coleridge 
believes; he is full of fun.” He was an 
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humble, sinful worshipper, and while he 
bowed his head tremblingly before Heav- 
en, he poured out the stream of his affec- 
tions to his sister and his friends. 

The religious character of Sydney 
Smith was less peculiar than that of 
Elia. An earnest Christian, with a will 
too resolute to allow the aid of the punch- 
bowl in vanquishing trouble, protession- 
ally wielding the religious and moral 
ideas, and habitually obeying them, he 
stood erect and looked at the life to come 
with a firm eye. “The beauty of the 
Christian religion,” he says, “is that it 
carries the order and discipline of heay- 
en into our very fancies and conceptions, 
and, by hallowing the first shadowy no- 
tions of our minds, from which actions 
spring, makes our actions ee vood 
and holy.” This central and vital beauty 
he had cultivated in a very diversified 
life, and he looked with confidence for 
the prize which is laid up for the well- 
doer. 

Probably, if any successful life were 


examined, it would be found to consist of 
a series of hairbreadth escapes. 
movement would be the crossing of the 
Rubicon. That man is of little account 
who at every step that he has taken has 


Every 


not been weighing matters as nicely as 
Ilow 


narrowly did Coleridge escape being the 
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greatest preacher, philosopher, poet, or 
author of his time! Almost everything 
was possible to him; and one can but 
marvel how he went through life avoid- 
ing in turn each of his highest possibili- 
ties. It is the glory of Charles Lamb 
and Sydney Smith, that, as far as it can 
be said of any men, they did the best 
that was possible with their circumstances 
and endowments. The old fancy which 
says of every person, that there is an 
ideal character which he can attain, in 
which he shall be peculiar and unsur- 
passed, was in their cases realized. 
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Their characters were projected into 
literature, where they remain as perma- 
nent blessings. ‘The style of writing of 
both of them approaches to the simplest 
way of saying things. Elia employed 
the choicest language of the seventeenth 
century, and the divine used the plainest 
English of the day. The perpetual dan- 
ger of literature is of becoming rhetori- 
cal; and hardly fares vigor of thought 
when Jong words and periods are pre- 
ferred to short ones, and when the native 
shape and properties of ideas are less 
cared for than the abundant drapery. 
The style of the “ Essays of Elia” is as 
admirable as their fancy. The author hat- 
ed a formal sentence as much as he dis- 
Unlike 
Thomas Carlyle, in avoiding the faults 
of rhetorical culture, he did not become 


liked stately and insipid society. 


a literary barbarian. In refusing to comb 
his hair like a prig, he did not go to the 
extreme of making himself horridly un- 
comely. Ilis sentences are unsurpassed 
for neatness, are as graceful as they are 
quaint and clear. The writings of Syd- 
ney Smith rarely attain the perfect grace 
which uniformly distinguishes Elia; yet 
‘ence, and he 
ss as to 


he never attempts magnifi 
so unites brilliancy and pl 
make his statements seem equally felici- 
tous to the rude and the scholarly ear. 
His Peter Plymley letters are remarka- 
ble examples of the way in which one 
yeoman speaks to another. His literary 
bequest, however, is neither so valuable 
nor so charming as that of Chihtes aaa 
His powers were too various, and he en- 
gaged in too many fields of labor, to at- 
in any direction. 


tain supreme suce 
The best result of’ his life is his own ex- 
uberant and unresting character, which 
harmonized all the diversities in his ea- 
reer; and adequately to behold this there 
is needed a fuller and more philosophical 
biography of him than has yet been writ- 
ten. 
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CHAPTER XY. 


On the morning of the day which 
brought the downfall of Stearine and 
his indorsers, Sandford and Fayerweath- 
er, with the Vortex, whose funds they 
had misappropriated, Monroe came to 
the counting-room unusually cheerful. 
His anxiety. respecting his little proper- 
ty was relieved, for he thought the mon- 
etary crisis was past, and that thence- 
forth affairs would improve. Tle had 
reasoned with himself that such a press- 
ure could not last always, and that this 
had certainly reached its limit. The 
clear, bracing air of the morning had its 
full influence over his sensitive nature. 
All Nature seemed to rejoice, and he, for 
the time, forgot the universal distress, and 
sympathized with it. But the thermom- 
eter fell rapidly as he caught the expres- 
sion which the face of his employer wore. 
Mr. Lindsay, of the house of Lindsay & 


Co., was usually a reserved, silent man, 
—in bfiness almost a machine, honest 
both from instinct and habit, and proud, 


in his quiet way, of his position and his 
stainless name. He had a wife and 
daughter, and therefore was presumed to 
have -affections; but those whom he met 
in the nvarket never thought of him, save 
as the systematics merchant. Well as 
Monroe knew him, being his confidential 
clerk, he never had seen more than the 
case in which the buying, selling, and 
note-paying machinery was inclosed. He 
respected the evident integrity and worth 
of the head of the house, but never dream- 
ed of a different feeling; he could as easi- 
ly have persuaded himself into cherishing 
an affection for the counting-house clock. 

This morning, Mr. Lindsay’s face wore 
an unusually sleepless, anxious look. The 
man of routine was but a man, after all, 
and, in his distress, he longed for some 
intelligent, friendly sympathy. Monroe 


recornized the mute appeal, but, from 
long habits of reticence, he was at a loss 
how to approach his stately chief. De- 
termined, however, to give him an op- 
portunity to speak, if he chose, Monroe 
asked after the news, the day’s failures, 
and the prospects of business. The mer- 
chant needed only a word, and broke out 
at once,— 

“ Prospect ? there is no prospect but 
ruin. If a whirlwind would bury the 
city, or a conflagration leave it a heap 
of ashes, it would be better for all of 
us.” 

« But don’t you think the darkest time 
has past ?” 

“Not at all; the pressure will con- 
tinne until scores more are brought 
down. Better fail at once than live in 
dread of it.” 

“ You surprise me! Why, you are not 
in danger ?” 

“ Did you ever consider? Look at the 
bales of goods in our lofts,—goods which 
nobody will buy and nobody can pay for. 
And our acceptances have been given 
to the manufacturers for them,— accept- 
ances that are maturing daily. Up to 
this time I have taken up all our paper, 
as it became due; but God knows how 
the next payments are to be made.” 

“Thad not thought of that.” 

“ The house of Lindsay & Co. has nev- 


* 


er known dishonor * 

The merchant wiped his spectacles — 
but it was the eyes that were dim, not the 
glasses. His lips quivered and his breath 
came hard, as he continued,— 

“But the time has come; the house 
must go down.” 

“T hope not,” said Monroe, fervently. 
« Can nothing be done ?” 

“Nothing. Every resource has been 
used. The banks won't discount; and 
I suppose they can’t; they are fully ag 
weak as their customers.” 


304 


“JT don’t know but the offer may be 
useless, contemptible, even; but I have 
a small sum, in good notes, that may be 
available.” 

The merchant shook his head. 

* Whatever it is, you are welcome to 
it. Perhaps ten thousand dollars” 

“Ten thousand dollars!” exclaimed 
Mr. Lindsay,—* you have that sum ?” 

“Yes,—the little property that was 
my father’s. Let me go and get the 
notes, and see if [ can’t get some money 
upon them.” 

Mr. Lindsay rose and took the clerk’s 
hand with a heartiness that astonished 
him. : 

“God bless you, Monroe,” he said. 
“T may be saved, after all. Ten thou- 
sand dollars will be enough for the pres- 
ent pinch, and before next accept- 
ance is due some relief may come.” 

“Don’t speak of thanks. Ill get the 
notes in a moment.” 

Tears stole silently down the unaccus- 
tomed furrows; the gateway of feeling 
was open, but the tremulous lips refused 
to speak. Before he could recover his 
self-possession, Monroe was gone. Mr. 
Lindsay tried to read the newspapers, 
but the print before his eyes conveyed 
no idea to his preoceupied brain. Then 
his thoughts turned to his beautiful villa 
in Brookline, and he remembered how 
that morning his daughter stepped light- 
ly into the brougham with him at the 
back piazza, rode down the winding path 
between the evergreen-hedges, and, after 
giving him a kiss, sprang out when they 
reached the gate. Me knew, that, when 
he returned in the evening, he should 


fiud her in her place under the great 
horse-chestnut, at the foot of the hill, 
ready to ride to the house. How could 
he meet her with the news he would have 
to carry ?—how crush the spirits of his 
invalid wife? TIumiliating as the idea 
of failure was when considered in his re- 
lations with the mercantile world, the 
thought of home, with its changed feel- 
ings and circumstances, and the proba- 
ble deprivation of habitual indulgences, 
was far more poignant. 
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Ttwas not Jong before Monroe return- 
ed, but with a less buoyant air. Mr. 
Lindsay’s spirits fell instantly. “I see 
it all,” said he, “ you can’t do anything.” 

“Perhaps I may, yet. The notes I 
spoke of, though due to me, are in the 
hands of Mr. Sandford, Secretary of the 
Vortex Insurance Company. I have 
been there, and cannot see him. Tis 
shutting himself up, Tam afraid, bodes 
me no good, However, I'l go again an 
hour hence.” 

“No harm in trying. Did you indorse 
the notes to him ?” 

“No. They were merely left with 
him for convenience’ sake, as he was 
my agent in loaning the money.” 

“ Then he can’t make way with them, 
—honestly.” 

Monroe seemed hurt by the implied 
suspicion, but did not reply, thinking it 
best, if possible, to change the subject of 
conversation. 

Mr. Lindsay sat in silence, a silence 
that was broken only once or twice dur- 
ing the morning, and then by some friend 
or business acquaintance asking, in hur- 
ried or anxious tones, * Anything over 
to-day ?” A mournful shake of the head 
was the only answer, and the merchant 
sunk into a deeper gloom. 

Again Monroe went to see Mr, Sand- 
ford, but with no better success. The 
third time he naturally spoke in a per- 
emptory tone, and, giving his name and 
business, said, that he must and would 
see Mr. Sandford, or get the notes. The 
weight of his employer's trouble rested 
on him, and gaye an unwonted force to 
his usually kind and modest temper. The 
clerk, not daring to break his instrue- 
tions, and seeing that it was not far from 
two o’clock, intimated, in a halt-confiden- 
tial tone, that he would do well to ask Mr. 
Tonsor, the broker, about them. Nervous 
with apprehension, Monroe walked swift- 
ly to Tonsor’s office. At the door he met 
Fletcher coming out with exuiltation in 
every feature. Within stood Bullion, his 
legs more astride than usual, his chin 
more confidently settled over his collar, 
and the head of his cane pressed against 
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his mouth. As Monroe entered, Tonsor 
ceased the conversation, and, looking up, 
said, blandly, “ My young friend, can I 
do anything for you?” Bullion at the 
same time turned the eyes that might 
have been only glittering petrifactions, 
and pointed the long eyebrow at him 
inquiringly. 

“T hope so,” was the reply. “ Have 
you some notes in your possession pay- 
able to Walter Monroe ?” 

“ Who asks the question ?"—very civ- 
illy. 

“ My name is Monroe.” 

“Ah! Myr. Sandford is your agent, I 
presume ?” ‘ 

“Yes. T left the notes with him.” 

“ And you wanted to raise some money 
on them ?” . 

“ Yes, that is what I wish.” 

“Then you'll be pleased to know that 
Mr. Sandford has anticipated you. I 
loaned him eight thousand dollars upon 
them this morning.” 

* Loaned him eight thousand dollars ?” 

“Certainly. Is it extraordinary that 
your agent has done what you desired ?” 

“T never asked him to borrow for me ; 
and I never authorized him to transfer 
the notes.” 

“ He n’t transferred them; he has 
only pledged them.” 

“ He couldn’t pledge them ; he had no 
legal right in them.” 

“ But he has pledged them, and they 
are in my sate, subject to the repayment 
of the sum I loaned.” 

“Tf you have loaned Mr. Sandford 
money, that is your alfair.” 

“ And yours, too, my friend, you will 
find, if he doesn’t pay it.” 

“You haven't a right to detain the 
notes a moment.” 

“Thave the possession, which will an- 
swer as well as the right. And let me 
advise you,—don’t get excited and con- 
clude that everything is wrong. You are 
not so well posted as you might be. Go 
and see Mr. Sandford, and I haven’t a 
doubt you'll find the money ready for 
you.” 

“Tshall go. But I wish you to under- 
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stand, that, if T am not ‘posted, as you 
say, I do know my rights, and I shall 
take proper measures to get possession 
of my property. You have no more hold 
upon it than a pawnbroker has upon a 
stolen spoon.” 

Trembling with the unusnal excite- 
ment, and despairing of being able to 
aid his employer, Monroe did not wait 
for a reply, but rushed to the Vortex 
again. Mr. Sandiord had gone out on 
business, was the answer. Ile had not 
gone far, if the truth were known; for 
his position commanded the olflice-door, 
and he saw every visitor. 

Time did not Jag that eventful day ; 
the hands seemed to sweep round the 
dial on the Old State House as though 
they had been swords in pursuit of some 
dilatory debtor. It now lacked only fi 
teen minutes of two, and Monroe, sick 
at heart, turned his steps towards Milk 
Street, to announce the utter failure of 
his plan. Mr. Lindsay received the in- 
telligence with more firmness than might 
have been expected. 

“ Monroe, my friend,—for T can truly 
eall you so,—you have done what you 
Tt was not your fault that your 
agent deceived and swindled you. You 
generously offered me your all. I shall 
never forget it. I can’t say more now. 
Please stay and inform the notary, when 
he comes, that le must take the usual 
course. Tell Jolin, when he comes with 
the brougham, that he may drive back. 
T shall take the cars to-day, and shall not 
be at home, probably, until after tea. I 
pray God, Monrog, that you may never 
go home as I do now.—O Clara, my dai- 


could. 


sy, my darling! how can I tell you?” 

Stull murmuring to himself, Mr. Lind- 
say slowly walked out of the counting- 
room. 

It was not strange, that, under the 
pressure of his own calamity, Mr. Lind- 
say had no thought for the losses of oth- 
ers. He forgot that Monroe was really 
in a far worse position, since, if the ten 
thousand dollars were lost, it was his all. 
Neither did Monroe, at first, reflect upon 
his own impending misfortune ; he had 
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been so intent upon preserving the credit 
of the house, that his own interest had 
been lost sight of. 

Presently the notary came with the 
inevitable demand. He was a cheerful 
fellow in his sorry business, blithe as an 
old stager of an undertaker at a first- 
class funeral. He chatted about the cri- 
sis, and, as a matter of course, brought 
all the latest news from State Street. 
Monroe listened to one piece of news, 
but had ears for no more.‘ Sandford 
and Fayerweather had failed, and the 
old Vortex, which they had managed, 
was dead broke, cleaned ozt.” 

Mr. Lindsay was not the only heart- 
stricken man who left the counting-room 
that day. 


CHAPTER XVI. 


Monroe was walking sorrowfllly home- 
ward, when he met Easelinann near the 
corner of Summer Street. He was in no 
humor for conversation, but he could not 
civilly avoid the painter, who evidently 
was waiting to speak to him. 

“Glad to see one man that isn’t a 
capitalist. You and I, Monroe, are in- 
dependent of banks and brokers.” 

Monroe faintly smiled. 

“This is a deadly time here in Bos- 
ton,—a horrible stagnation. Every man 
avoids his neighbor as though he had the 
plague ; and we have no Boccaccio to tell 
us stories while the dead-carts go by.” 

“ The dead-cart went through our street 
to-day.” 

“ You don’t tell me! Who is the lucky 
corpse that is out of his misery ?” 

“Mr. Lindsay. Our house is shut up, 
and [ am a vagrant.” 

“A pair of us! For the last month I 
have performed the Wandering Jew all 
by myself. Now [have company. What 
shall we do to be jolly ?” 

« Jolly /”—with a tone of melancholy 
surprise. 

“ When should a man be jolly, if he 
can’t when he’s nothing to do? Tam 
the slave of gold, you understand. If 
any rich magician rubs his double-eagles 
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before me, woe is me, if I don’t paint! 
When the magicians send their eagles on 
other errands, I am free from their drudg- 
ery. Meanwhile, I live on air, flattened 
out and packed away, like a Mexican 
horned-frog, or a dreaming toad, in a 
fissure of a preadamite rock.” 

“T am sorry I haven't your art of 
making misfortune comfortable.” 

“ Misfortune ? My philosophical friend, 
there isn’t any such thing. The true man 
is superior to circumstances or accidents. 
(Some old fellow, I believe, has said 
that; somebody always says my good 
things before me; but no matter.) Noth- 
ing can happen amiss to the wise and 
good.” 

“Then I am neither wise nor good, 
for I have lost my all, and it comes 
confoundedly amiss to me.” 

“Your all? That's what the shoemaker 
said; but he bought a new one for six 
pence. But how happened it?” 

“ By my folly.” 

“T knew that, of course; but I wanted 
to know what folly in particular.” 

“T trusted it to a man whom I thought 
not only honest, but my friend, and he 
has proved a scoundrel.” 

“ You shouldn't have led him into temp- 
tation. You are particeps criminis, and 
the partaker is as bad as the thief. Don’t 
trust without taking security, my friend ; 
it’s offering a premium to crime. Con- 
sider your guilt now! Think of the fam- 
ily into whose innocent bosom you have 
brought sin and remorse! Who is the 
luckless person ?” 

* Sandford !” 

“T knew it. I expected it. He was 
too good by half. I didn’t blame him 
for his widow-and-orphan business ; some- 
body must do it; but I made up my 
mind some time ago that he would come 
to grief.” 

« Prophets are always plenty after the 
event.” 

“True, my friend. But .just think ! 
He passed by my pictures in the Exhibi- 
tion, and"bought the canvas of my friend 
Greenleafj—a man of genius, doubtless, 
but young, you understand, young. Can 
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you conceive of the wickedness? I felt 
sure from that moment, that, if he were 
not totally depraved, he at least had a 
moral inability, as the preachers call it, 
that would be his ruin.” 

“ Well, he is ruined effectually ; but 
the worst of it is, that he has dragged in- 
nocent people down with him.” 

“+ Innocent, —yes, you have the word. 
A man that cares for money at all, and 
trusts all he has without security to any 
fair-spoken financier, is an innocent, tru- 
ly.” 

«“ Well, there is no use in lamenting, 
and just as little in the consolation of 
thinking how the loss might have been 
avoided.” 

“J don't know. I don’t admit that. I 
am not to be deprived of the rights of a 
freeborn American. The ‘1 told-you-so’ 
is a fine balm for all sorts of wounds,— 
rather more soothing to physician than 
patient, perhaps. Combined with the 


© You-might-have-known-it,’ it gets up a, 


wholesome blister in the least possible 
time, especially where ‘a raw’ has been 
established previously.” 

« T don’t think I was prudent.” 

“Of course not; if you had been, 
you wouldn't have lost. There are no 
such things as mistakes in the world.— 
But to look at affairs. Jmprimis,—Lind- 
say smashed, house closed, salary stop- 
ped.” 

“I suppose so.” 

“ Ttem, — private funds gone; owner 
taken in by the patent-safe game. 

« Tiem, — dwelling-house standing; so 
much gain,—but 

«“ Tlem,—the dweller is not alone, hay- 
ing other mouths to feed. 

“But don’t be discouraged. I don’t 
doubt you will find something to do in 
good time.” 

“ Bat when is the good time coming? 
J must earn something at once.” 

“The danger of being made to work 
isn’t pressing. Ships will have time to 
get well rested. Truckmen are actually 
growing civil with a little starvation. The 
beggars don’t hold out their hands for 
coppers; they make more money by haul- 
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ing out their old stockings and lending 
at five per cent. a month.” 

“ You will laugh me out of my misery 
in spite of myself.” 

“T hope so; but I am not sure that a 
man can be laughed out of a thing he 
wasn’t laughed into. Now, Mouroe, I 
am going to surprise you. Tam going 
to bore you, annoy you; for I am to 
see you every day for the next week. 
Can you bear it? T shall be worse than 
the balm of ¢ l-told-you-so.’” 

Monroe pressed his friend’s hand. 

* Come, by all means. And now we 
are near my house; go in and take tea 
with us.” 

“ No, not to-day. 
Good-bye !” 

Twirling his grizzly moustaches and 
humming to himself, Easelmann turned 
back. . did not go to his room, how- 
ever, buf went down a quiet street, ap- 


Tt is dies nefastus. 


parently guided by instinct, and rang the 
bell at a well-known door. 

“Ts Mr. Holworthy at home ?” 

The servant-girl nodded and smiled, 
and Easelmann entered. Mr. Molworthy 
was emphatically at home, for he was on 
all-fours, his three children riding cock- 
horse, with merry shouts, varied by harm- 
less tumbles and laborious clamberings 
up. Mr. Holworthy rose with a flushed 
and happy face, and the children rushed 
at once to clasp the knees of their famil- 
iar old friend. 

« We all have to come down at times, 
I believe,” said Mr. Holworthy, smooth- 
ing the few thin hairs on his handsomely 
arched crown. 

« Certainly ; a man that can’t be a boy 
with his children deserves to have none. 
Now the reason I am a bachelor is that 
I feared I could never unbend, being 
somewhat remarkable for my ‘perpen- 
dic ”. 

The word was cut off by a sudden 
movement; the children in their playtul 
struggles had, in fact, thrown him down. 


In a moment more they were on his back 
and he trotting round the room with the 
grace of an elephant. 

“ Come, children,” said the father, “ that 
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was a rouzh joke. Get off, now, and go 
for your bread and milk.” 

Rather reluctantly they obeyed, casting 
wishful glances backward to the grown-up 
boy with whom they had hoped to have a 
frolic. 

“Glad to see you,” said Mr. Holwor- 
thy. “ You have been unsocial, lately.” 

“Yes; all the effect of the panic. I 
am such a butterfly that I seem out of 
place in a work-a-day community. I am 
constantly advised, like the volatile per- 
son in the fable, to learn wisdom from my 
aunt; but I can’t, for the soul of me.” 

“ You ought to visit the more, to cheer 
the wretched and downcast.” 

“Oh, but its a fearful waste of mag- 
netism. Five minutes’ talk with a man 
who has notes to pay draws all the yir- 
tue out of me. It lowers my vital tone 
like standing in an ice-house. You feel 
such a man from afar like a coming ice- 
berg. You don't have notes to pay? I 
thought not. I should go at once.” 

“No, my little shop pays its way. I 
buy for cash. I pay my hands when they 
bring in their work, and I have custom- 
ers cnough who ask me for no credit.” 

“lappy man! most fortunate of tai- 
lors !—1 have been thinking, Holworthy, 
among your many benevolent projects, 
why you never devised some means of 
relieving people who are supposed to be 
in good circumstances, —a society for 
ameliorating the condition of the rich.” 

“ Bless me! the poor are quite numer- 
ous enough, and are in unusual straits 
just now.” 

“I know, and for that reason they are 
better off than usual. People say, ‘ How 
the poor imust suffer in these pinching 
times!’ “So they double their charities.” 

“ Poverty is an ovean without bottom, 
my friend. All that is given is like emp- 
tying stones into the sea; the waves swal- 
low them ‘and sweep over as before.” 

“True, you can’t satisfy the begears 
till you drown ‘em. Wouldn’t a gentle 
asphyxia by water, now, be the best thing 
for some of the Broad-Street cellarers ? ” 

“Very likely; but they would proba- 
bly object to the remedy.” 
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“But to return to my project. I see 
some forms of distress that seem to me 
far more painful than utter poverty. I 
won't expatiate, but state a case. I know 
a man of good sense and culture, able 
and willing to do his part in the world. 
Ilis employer has failed, so that his sal- 
ary will stop. Te is unmarried, but has 
a mother, an invalid, who never stirs out 
of doors; and besides has some poor rela- 
tion or other to support. Ie has a house, 
it is true; so they needn't sleep in the 
street ; but how are the mouths to be fed, 
the backs to be clothed ?” 

“Let him sell his house and wait till 
better times for employment.” 

“Tt is easy to say sell; but who will 
buy ? A house won’t fetch half its val- 
ue, and there isn’t any money to be had. 
Besides,—and this is the hardship,—the 
pride and the feelings of association cling 
round a house that has been consecrated 
by years of affection and by the memory 
of the dead.—TI believe Iam making an 
oration ; but I despair of expressing my- 
self.” 

“T understand you perfectly ; it is sad, 
indeed.” 

“ Excuse me, you don’t understand me. 
Some men put off old houses and put on 
new ones, like their clothes, without a 
thought. Others grow into their habita- 
tions and become a part of them. You 
might as well say to a lobster, ‘Get out 
of your shell” when you know that the 
poor wretch will die when his naked, 
quivering members are exposed to the 
sharp-edged stones. A delicate nature, 
proud, but gentle, too sensitive to accept 
charity, and doubtful of a friendly ser- 
vice even, suffers more anguish in one 
hour, under such circumstances, than your 
brazen beggar feels from his dirty cradle 
to his nameless grave.” 

Mr. Holworthy mused. 

“ He has nothing to do, then ?” 

“ Nothing, but to suck his thumbs.” 

“Ts he willing to work, even if the task 
should appear irksome ? ” 

“T haven't a doubt. He has no false 
pride. Anything honorable would be 
welcome.” 
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“ Perhaps I can find something for him 
to do; it will be temporary, but its con- 
tinuance will depend upon himself” 

“ And what is it ?” 

“Tn visiting the district which has been 
allotted to me, I have found an unusual 
number of ignorant, vicious boys, cared 
for by no one, growing up for the prison 
or the gallows. I have thought of mak- 
ing some effort to gather them together 
and start a ragged school. Some friends 
have agreed to provide the means. But 
the pay would necessarily be small, and 
the labor and difficulty great.” 

“A teacher of tatterdemalions! It isn’ 
an inviting field of labor.” 

“No, to a refinéd man it must be re- 
pulsive. Nothing but the idea of doing 
good would make it a pleasure or even 
endurable.” 

“T confess myself utterly without any 
such motive. I hate poor people, and 
ragged children, and sick women, the for- 
lorn wives of drunken brutes. I shut my 
eyes to all such odious sights. They say, 
in a hotel you must never go into the 
kitchen, if you would keep your appe- 
tite; and I am sure one must avoid these 
wretches in the cellar, if he would have 
a cheerful view of life in his attic.” 

“ You are not so hard-hearted as you 
would have me believe. Somebody must 
relieve their distresses.” 

“‘ Somebody, too, must cut off legs, and 
sew up spouting arteries, and extirpate 
cancers. Ugh! but I shan’t. I leave such 
jobs to the doctors, whose ears are famil- 
iar with shricks, and whose appetites are 
not disturbed by the sight of blood.” 

“So the Levite left the wounded man 
by the wayside, in disgust at his bruises ; 
but still the good Samaritan who helped 
him hadn’t a doctor’s degree.” 

“Oh, I know. You have me, I ac- 
knowledge. But T can't change my tem- 
per, and I shrink from suffering as from 
death. T would rather bear it than see 
it. Society always provides its good 
Samaritans; and you are one of them. 
Don’t look modest. I went once through 
some of those damnable alleys near Half- 
Moon Court, the agreeable place where 
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you spend so much of your leisure. I 
was looking for a subject to paint. For 
curiosity, I asked an urchin if he knew 
you. He flung his ragged cap twenty 
feet into the air, turned a somerset, 
and came up smiling as well as he could 
through the dirt,—‘ Don’t I, thouzh ? He 
brung us meal an’ ‘taters when dad broke 
his leg, and he fetched oranges in his 
pocket when marm had the fevers. He’s 
one of ’em, he is..—Don’t interrupt me. 
—An old woman, whom I asked, said, ‘Do 
I know Mister ‘Olworthy ? A blissed 
saint in the flesh; my poor ol’ bones 
would ‘aye hached many a cold night 
but for the blankets he brought me. God 
in ’eayen reward ‘im for that same!’ I 
spare you the rest of the answers. Oh, 
you are a saint, without robe or wings.” 

“ Hadn’t we better come back to the 
subject,” said Mr. Holworthy, in a mild 
“We shan’t aid your friend in 
» = 


voice. 
this way. 

“Right, my considerate Mentor. But 
talk is tempting. I believe I should for- 
get my errand and let a friend hang, if I 
got into an argument with the Governor 
while he was filling out the pardon.” 

“TI hope the gentleman you speak of 
is not so much afraid of contact with 
what is disagreeable as you are?” 

“ Perhaps not; he has an artistic tem- 
perament, and therefore loves what is 
comely; but he would go through fire 
to what he thought his duty.” 

*“ And wouldn’t you?” 

“ What a question! Go through fire ? 
No, I should bawl for the engine.” 

“Tt’s plain, then, that he will answer 
better than you for the place.” 

“No doubt. I shouldn’t answer at all. 
I tell you I never talk with these erea- 
tures. I can’t. If an old woman stops 
me, with her dried-apple face and whin- 
ing voice, I give her a sixpence and tell 
her to hush up and go about her business. 
I fling coppers to the boys with slit breech- 
es before they ask me, for I know they 
will tell me of mothers sick with consump- 
tion. Their devilish tears are contagious ; 
and I ean’t ery ; it chokes me. So I buy 
apples and oranges from the imploring- 
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looking girls; it’s the easiest way of get- 
ting rid of them. The little change don’t 
amount to much in a day, and I save my 
nerves and my digestion at a cheap 
rate.” 

Mr. Holworthy smiled at Easelmann’s 
notion of his own hard-heartedness, and 
said, hesitatingly,— 

“T am afraid that some professedly 
charitable persons don’t do so much.” 

“ Of course they don’t. I don’t mean 
that I do anything. It’s pure selfishness 
on my part, as I told you. But you may 
feel pretty sure, that, if a man’s name is 
always in the papers, as ‘our estimable 
fellow-citizen, President This, Director 
That, and Treasurer T’other, he ‘ does 
not give indiscriminate alms’:—TI be- 
lieve that is the phrase. Perhaps he 
won't rob, like my friend Sandford; but 
his ‘disinterested labors’ are an econom- 
ieal substitute for substantial charity, and 
his desire for a place in the public eye is 
the mainspring of all his actions.” 

“ Most of the distress in the communi- 
ty is relieved by organized effort; indi- 
vidual charities, however well meant, 
would be entirely inadequate. Besides, 
you should not be severe upon all be- 
cause one prominent person has proved 
unworthy.” 

“ Sandford is a type of the class. If 
there is anybody I hate worse than a 
sick begear, it is a man who makes a 
trade of philanthropy.” 

“ And yet vou are consenting to your 
friend’s earning a living by teaching a 
ragged school.” 

“True, one may stop at any place in 
a storm, just for shelter.” 

“ And you can console yourself further 
with the assurance that your friend won't 
make enough in this place to induce him 
to take up the ‘trade,’ as you call it.” 

“Lhope not. Starve him judiciously. 
If he should come out, after a year or so, 
with a white neckcloth, spectacles, and 
a sanctified face, soliciting aid for his 
school, in Pecksniffian tones, I should re- 
gret that [ hadn’t furnished him with a 
cord and a bag of stones to drop himself 
into the dock with.” 
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“T don’t know why a teacher or a 
street-missionary may not be a gentle- 
man.” 

“Sure enough, why not? Whatever 
Walter Monroe is, he will always be a 
gentleman.” 

“Suppose you bring him to see me 
to-morrow or next day; we will talk 
about this.” 

“Twill. Now, good-bye! My regrets 
to the children that we couldn’t finish our 
romp.” 

« Good-bye,” said Holworthy. “ Come 
again; the children will be glad to see 
you.” 


CHAPTER XVII. 


As Mr. Sandford walked homeward, 
the streets seemed to close up behind 
him; he was shut out from the scenes 
of his activity, no more to return; State 
Street was henceforth for him a thing 
of memory. He had played his game. 
there, while admirers and friends watched 
his far-seeing moves. He had lost; and 
now, after checkmate, he must resign his 
place. How he struggled against the 
idea! He could not bring himself to ac- 
knowledge that the past was irretrieva- 
ble. His spirit seemed in prison, shut in 
as by the bars of a dungeon, against which 
he might tug and rage in vain. 

At home, dinner was on the table, 
As he entered the hall, 
She saw the 


waiting for him. 
he met his sister-in-law. 
fatal news in his face, and with a sinking 
heart gave him her usual greeting. Mar- 
cia took her place at the table, but with 
less animation than usual. Charles sat 
down with his studied indifference. Each 
one seemed to be absorbed in separate 
spheres of thought, and the courses came 
on and were removed in painful silence. 
At last Mr. Sandford spoke. 

“T suppose I need not tell you that it 
is all over.” 

« All over!” exclaimed Marcia. 

“Yes, —I have failed ; so has Fayer- 
weather; so has Stearine.” 

“ Failed ?” said Marcia, in an incredu- 
lous tone. ‘I thought it was the great 
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people,—I mean people m business, or 
with estates, that failed.” 

« Well, have I not been in business ?” 

“ Yes,—as secretary, and you have a 
salary. How can a man with a salary 
fail ?” 

“ Quite easily. Suppose the Vortex 
fails? My salary would stop.” 

“ That isn’t failing, is it? Then Pom- 
pey might fail, if he didn’t get his pay for 
brushing your boots.” 

Mr. Sandford gave a contemptuous 
look. 

“ That shows how much you know about 
business.” 

« T never did know about your business ; 
nor does anybody, I believe. I never 
could understand how, with your little 
property, you had these ‘ transactions,’ as 
you call them, where you owed people and 
people owed you so many thousands.” 

“Tt is not necessary for you to know. 
Women can’t understand these things.” 

« But women feel their effects, and it’s a 
pity they could not learn about what con- 
cerns them.” 

‘Will it change your situation at 
once?” asked Mrs. Sandford of her 
brother. 

“T ean’t say; probably not at once ; 
but without some aid, all I have must 
go.” 

“ What! the house ?” exclaimed Mar- 
cia. 

«“ Yes, —the house, Marcia, and the 
furniture. We shall be stripped.” 

“ The deuse !” said Charles. 

“Heaven help us! what shall we 
do?” 

“ T haven't had time to form any plan. 
I trust, indeed, that Heaven will help us, 
as you rather lightly wished.” 

His face wore a touching look of faith 
and resignation, while at the same time 
his hand rested with secret. satisfaction 
upon his pocket-book. 

The conversation was disagreeable to 


Charles, and he sauntered off to the 


drawing-room. 

Mrs. Sandford inwardly determined to 
return to her home, or at Jeast to go else- 
where in the city, so as not to be a bur- 
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den to her brother-in-law; but she re- 
mained silent. Mr. Sandford balanced 
his knife, sliced his bread into figures, 
then hummed and beat a tattoo upon the 
table,—sure indications of forgettulness 
in one so scrupulous as he. At length, 
with a bland voice, but a sharp, inquir- 
ing eye, he said,— 

“ How is it about this painter, Marcia ? 
Are you going to marry him?” 

She looked fixedly, as she replied,— 

“ Why do you ask? You know I am 
going to marry him.” 

“Oh, it’s settled, is it? You know, 
sister, you have had similar intentions 
before,—several times, in fact,—intentions 
that haven’t come to much.” 

She did not answer further; a flush of 
anger came, then went, leaving her pale 
face with a rather sterner expression. 

“While I was prosperous, I was not 
disposed to be mercenary ; though I did 
think you were not worldly-wise. Now 
that Lam destitute, you can see that to 
marry a man not worth a dollar, and 
with a precarious profession, is not what 
it would have been.” 

“ Mr. Greenleaf earns a good income, 
doesn’t he ?” 

“Tle hasn’t sold a picture, except to 
friends whom T persuaded to buy.” 

“You have friends and influence 
still ?” 

“T don’t know; a man’s friends don’t 
last long after his money is gone. Be- 
sides, nobody wants to buy now. Ra- 
phael himself couldn't sell a picture here 
till times improve. A painter is a pretty 
butterfly for fine weather; what is he to 
do with his flimsy wings in such a hur- 
ricane as this 7” 

“T think I understand you, Brother 
Henry. You begin afar off; but I know 
what you are coming to. You want to 
bring up that odious Denims again,—a 
man whom I hate, and whom you your- 
self would show out of doors, like a va- 


grant, if it were not for his money !” 
The effort exhausted her, and she 
breathed painfilly. 
“You think yourself quick. I haven’t 


mentioned Denims. In fact, you have 
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treated him in such a way that Iam quite 
sure he would never trouble himself to be 
even civil to you again.” 

“Tam glad of it,—the fool !” 

“Sister Marcia, I have borne much 
from your turbulent temper. You are a 
spoiled child. Fortune has let you have 
your own way hitherto; so much the 
worse for you. But circumstances have 
changed. 
as though you were a duchess. 


I can no longer supply you 
In fact, 
IT don’t know what may be before us. I 
hope no actual want. [Another grip of 
the pocket-book.] But I advise you to 
consider whether it is for the interest 
of a dependent woman to go out of her 
way to thwart and insult me.” 

“You would compel me, then, and 
threaten starvation as the alternative ?” 

“What odiously blunt language you 
use !” 

“T only translated your roundabout 
phrases as I understood them.” 

* You need not be violent.” 

“ You cannot cajole me by soft words, 
when your purposes are so obvious. You 
think Denims may save the wreck of 
your fortune; and you are willing to sac- 
rifice me, if he were ten times the brute 
he is, to further your ends. But I shall 
marry Greenleaf.” 

“ Greenleaf will be a powerful protec- 
tor! I doubt if he can raise money 
enough to pay the clergyman for 
ing you! He will be without a shilling 
ina month, if he is not now. Go to him, 
Sister Marcia. I would, now. You can 
live in his attic studio, you know. In 
such a romantic place you would never 
be hungry, of course.” 

Mrs. Sandford interposed,— 

* Don’t, Henry! ‘This is not the way.” 

Marcia’s eyes flashed through her tears, 
as she answered,— 

“You say you are ruined,—that the 
house and furniture must go. How much 
better off shall I be here 7” 

“Well, you have your choice.” 

“And when the time comes, I shall 
take it.” 

Sobs and tears followed, but her lips 
were firm and her hands clenched. 


marry- 
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“ As you please, sister.” 

“You come home ill-tempered, and 
the rage which you could not or dared 
not give vent to in the street you pour 
out here.” 

“Perhaps you would have been pleas- 
ed, if Thad not come home at all?” 

“Tim sure we should have been quite 
as happy without you.” 

“Very well. I may leave you, yet.” 

“T don’t care how soon.” 

New sobs and a firmer pressure of the 
lips. 

Oddly enough, at that moment, Mr. 
Sandford was summoned to the drawing- 
room, where a man was waiting for him. 
Fearful of the result, he went to his own 
room, first, and left the precious pocket 
book, and then descended to the hall. 

Notwithstanding the words she had 
spoken, Marcia waited with breathless 
anxiety her brother's return; for the 
sound of voices, in earnest, if not angry, 
conversation, rose through the house. 
Presently he came back with a look his 
face seldom wore,—a fierce look that 
transformed his handsome features to a 
fiend’s. 

“ You have your wish, Sister Marcia,” 
—and the words were shot out like fiery 
arrows,—‘TI am to leave you, and go to 
jail.” 

“ To jail ?” exclaimed both at once, in 
terror, 

“Yes,—to jail. Gratifying to you, I 
suppose. "Tis to me,—very.” ‘ 

“ What is the meaning of this?” asked 
Mrs. Sandford. 

“Tt means, that one of my creditors 
pretends to believe that I am about to 
abscond, and has had me arrested, that I 
may give bail not to run away with an 
empty pocket.” 

“Can't you get out?” 

“ Some time, undoubtedly ; but not till 
I give bail.” 

“ Por how much ?” 

“ Twenty thousand dollars.” 

“Can’t you get some one to become 
security ?” 

“T don’t know. 
Greenleaf!” 
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Marcia winced, but did not answer the 
taunt. 

“ Good-bye, my dear and independent 
sister!” 

Marcia turned her back upon him, con- 
founded between sorrow and resentment. 

Crowding his hat over his eyes, Mr. 
Sandford left his house and walked with 
the officer towards Cambridge Street. 

“ Gone to jail!” exclaimed Charles, re- 
turning, “ How doosid awkward! What 
a jolly wow it will make when it gets 
about town! By ewacious, if you aren't 
ewying! Go to bed, both of you; I'll go 
to the club.” 

Te went accordingly ; and the women, 
who could ill console each other, were 
about to go to their own rooms when the 
door-bell rang again. 

“ What next, I wonder?” asked Mar- 
cia, In despair. 

“Please, Ma’am,” said the servant, 
“there’s a man at the door, who looks 
quare, and says, if he can’t see Mr. 
Sandford, he must see you.” 

“Tell him I am ill,—and_ besides, I 
don’t transact my brother's business.” 

“ Yes’m.” 

But she soon returned with a new 
message. The man would not go. Mrs. 
Sandford at once went to the hall to 
learn what was the matter, leaving Mar- 
cia trembling in every limb. The con- 
versation was not carried on in whispers ; 
in fact, Marcia heard every word. 

“Sorry to disturb you, Ma’am, espe- 
cially as Mr. Sandford isn’t at home ; but 
duty is duty, and must be ’tended to. My 
orders is, to ’tach the furnitur’, and stay 
till I git a receipter.” 

Mrs. Sandford’s reply was inaudible. 
The voice proceeded :— 

“ Can't help it, Ma’am. Won't be back 
to-night, won’t he? Bad, cert’in. But 
duty is duty, as I said afore. I'll bunk 
here on the sofy, an’ to-morror we'll see 
what's to be done.” 

Another pause. 

“Oh, you won’t run off ‘ith anythin’ ? 
Is’pose not. But duty is duty, as I said 
afore, and I must mind orders. ¢ Stick 
by till you git a receipter, sez he. ‘I 
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will,’ sez I,—an’ I must. Never mind 
about bedclose. I c’n sleep jest ez I be. 
You jest go up-stairs. I'll make myself 
’t home.” 

Glad to be out of the society of the 
officer, Mrs. Sandford started to go up- 
stairs, but was recalled by the voice. 

“Tsay, Ma’am! A long night afore a 
chap, all by himself.” 

Mrs. Sandford trembled with mingled 
terror and rage. 

“ No ’bjection to light the gaas, I spose, 
so’s’t a feller can read a paper? Thought 
o that, and brought the * York Herald’ 
and ‘Clipper.’ If you don’t like tobark- 
er, you c’n shet your doors and the smell 
won't git in.” 

“Do what you like. 
you.” 

“ Oh, well, no ’fence, I hope ? 
night, Ma’am.” 

Mrs. Sandford found Marcia walking 
about the room in great excitement. 

“ The odious wretch !” exclaimed Mar- 
cia. “Tf Henry were only here, or even 
Charles, he should be horsewhipped, piteh- 
ed out of the house. To sleep with his 
dirty clothes on my sofa! I’m glad it’s 
to be sold. I never could touch the fil- 
thy thing again. Then his pipe! Good 
heavens, what is to be done? The abom- 
inable wretch! I smell the tobacco now, 
worse than an Irishman’s. The smoke 
will be all through the house. Faugh! 
it suffocates, nauseates me !” 

“Be ealm, Marcia. We will go to 
the upper chambers, shut the doors, and 
open the windows for fresh air. It’s on- 
ly for one night. We can’t go away, 
you know; and we can’t get the fellow 
away, of course.” 

“T wish I had died when I was sick. 
This disgrace, this infamy, this shocking 
barbarity, is worse than death. What 
are we to do? and where are we to 
go? [Ruin is a light thing to talk about. 
I have read of ruin in the papers, until 
it has become a matter of course;—I be- 
gin to know what it means.” 

It was a changeful, terrible beanty that 
beamed on her face. She looked like an 
inspired priestess before the altar,—then 
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like Norma in her despair,—then like the 
maddened Medea in Rachel's thrilling 
impersonation. Then disgust and fright 
overcame her, and her sensitive woman- 
ly nature bore sway. It was more than 
she could bear, this accumulation of mis- 
fortune, disgrace, and insult. Her soul re- 
belled, contended desperately with fate, 
till, overcome, she sank into her chair, 
and suffered herself to be led to her room. 

Shut up in their retreat, the women 
waited for the morning with sleepless 
eyes, or with only transient lapses of 
consciousness. Sometime after midnight, 
they were startled by the sound of a 
body falling heavily in the hall, and, an 
instant after, by the shout of “ Burglars ! 
thieves!” They rushed to the staircase 
in extreme fright, and soon learned the 
cause. The wary officer evidently did 
not believe the tale that had been told 
him respecting the absence of Mr. Sand- 
ford; and, that nobody should go out or 
in without his knowledge, he had drawn 
the sofa across the hall, completely cut- 
ting off all passage. A small jet of gas 
was left burning. Charles, returning late 
from the club in a mild stage of inebria- 
tion, entered the house by means of his 
latch-key, not without difficulty, and at 
once fell headlong over the sofa, and the 

When 
he heard the cry of “ Burglars!” it oe- 
eurred to him that he must have been 
knocked down by one of the gang; and 
he joined his own voice to the uproar,— 


worthy official sleeping thereon. 


“ Bugerans ! bueenars!” 

An instant after, there was a grip on 
his collar. 

“ Now I got ye, ye vill’in! 
doin’ on here ?” 

“What yvoudoin’on, you rasc’l, ina- 
gen'l’m’n’shouse_ thistim’o’night ?” 


What ye 


“ Arnswer me, you scoundrel, breakin’ 
into a peaceful dwellin’ !” 

© Tha’swhat/wan’toknow.— How’dyou- 
com’ere 2? What’syerbusiness ? Le’gomy- 
collar. T'llsen’forp'lice. Le’go !” 

Tipsy as he was, he managed to give 
his assailant a pretty substantial token of 
regard under the ear, with his knuckles. 


«Now young’un, you're drunk! I 
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won't hit you back, ’cause a case for man- 
slaughter might be expensive. How'd 
you break in here, when you are so 
drunk you can’t stand? I don’t see 
how you could get in with the door 
open.” 

“ Noneo’yerimp’rence! Clout! Ade- 
cen’bugelar’sbad’nough ;  yousmokerot’n- 
t'baccah. G’off! youdirtybugelar /” 

“ Young chap, it’s time to stop this non- 
sense, or I'll have you in the watch-house 
in no time. Who are you? and how 
came you here ?” 

“ Tha'sit; who are you? tha’swhatl 
wan'know.” 

“ Charles!" (from above.) 

“WhocallsCl’rl’s ?. HereIam. Teott’e- 
fellah, the buge/ar. Callp’lice! P’irer!” 

“ Charles!" (once more.) 

“Do you belong here, young chap ?” 

« Bilong’ere ? *vcourseldo; wherethe- 
devilsh'dIb'long ?” 

“ You are not Mr. Sandford ?” 

“ Tlowd’yeknowla’n't 2? I am Mis’rr- 
Sanf’d.” 

“ You are Mr. Sandford’s brother, are 
you ?” 

“ No, Mis’rr Sanf'd’s my bro’rr.” 

“Well, if you've got brains enough to 
understand, listen to me.” 

“Tm all ’tensh’n, ’s Balaam said to 
th’ass. G’on, ol’ fellah !—an’ then e’off!” 

“T am an officer, sent to Jtach your 
brother's farnitur’ and stuff; and as there’s 
nobody here to go bail, I hed to stay and 


look arter things.” eee 
“TTimushbailyewant ? Tgitbail. An’ 


Tl plankzemoney. 
‘n’alf” 

“ Charles!" (the third time.) 

“ Wha’nyewant ?” 

“They want you to go to bed, where 
you b'long.” 

“ Gotobed ? ‘Ilseeyoudam’f’st ! Leave- 
*nofficer’nth’ouse ? 

“ Young’un, I say, take your hand ont 


Tvegotsev ndollars- 


Guessnot !” 


of my neckhan’kercher! Told up ! None 
o’ yer chokin’ games! Quit, I say! or, 
by hokey, T'll settle ye!” 

“ Thoughtsh’'dmakeyesquawk, ol’t’bace’- 
worm! Gd'n’toclout ?  Go'n’tovacate- 
prem'ses ?” 
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“ Ooo-arr-awkk !” said the man, under 
the pressure of a tightening cravat, at the 
same time giving the assailant “a set- 
tler,” as he had threatened. The two 
unfortunate women had hitherto looked 
down upon the conflict, as celestial be- 
ings might upon the aifairs of men, with 
no small degree of interest, but clad in 
robes too ethereal to descend. But when 
they saw Charles felled to the floor, and 
a deathlike silence ensued, they forgot 
their fears, and rushed down the stairs. 
The officer had already raised Charles 
up. He was stunned, senseless, and his 
face was covered with blood. 

“You brute! you have murdered 
him!” exclaimed Marcia. 

“ Guess not, Ma’am. Wet his head in 
col’ water, put him to bed, an’ he'll sleep 
it off.” 

“Tr’s useless to talk to such a fel- 
low,” whispered Mrs. Sandford ; “ besides, 
we want his aid to carry Charles up- 
stairs.” 

“Ye see, I couldn’t help it, Ma’am. 
He nigh about choked me to death, and 
I give him fair warnin’.” 

“ Never mind now about the quarrel,” 
said Mrs. Sandford; “ you help him up- 
stairs to his room, and we'll bathe his 
head.” 

While the officer was carrying the 
young man up-stairs, Mrs. Sandford put 
on a shawl, and, by the time he had 
reached the second flight, she opened 
a door, and lighted the gas with a ta- 
per, saying,— 

“Tn here, if you please. My brother 
Henry’s room is the most convenient.” 

The officer’s eyes twinkled. 

“So this is Mr. Sandford’s room ?” 

“ Yes, but he is absent, as you were 
told before. Lay Charles on the bed, 
if you please. There, that will do. I 
will attend to him now. You can re- 
turn to the lower story.” 

“In a minit, Ma’am. Duty is duty, 
and this ’ere accident saves some trou- 
ble,” casting sharp glances around the 
room. . 

The facts, that Sandford had drawn 
from the bank, and that he had _ bor- 
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rowed from Tonsor, were known to the 
creditors. The officer had determined, 
therefore, to make what search he could 
for the money. The unlooked-for acci- 
dent had given him the opportunity he 
wanted. 

“What do you mean, Sir? Go back 
to your place.” 

“ Softly, Ma’am, softly! Duty is duty ; 
an’ ’f any damage is done, I'm respon- 
sible.” 

His eyes fastened upon a dressing-case 
that lay on a table near the mirror,—ap- 
parently the last article handled by the 
occupant of the room. 

“No robbery, Ma’am,” said he, open- 
ing the case, and taking out its contents. 
“ Razors and brushes, and such like, is 
personal, and not subject to levy; but 
these, Ma’am, you see, air.” 

He held up a pocket-book full of bank- 
notes. 

“Tl count ’em before you, Ma’am, if 
you please, so’s there ‘Il be no mistake. 
Thirteen thousand! A pretty good haul! 
Tl go down, now. If anythin’s wantin’ 
for the chap when he comes to, jest le’me 
know.” 

With a gleam of intense satisfaction on 
his sharp and vulgar features, the officer 
descended the stairs. 


CHAPTER XVIII. 


Jonn FLeTcuer sat by his fireside, 
reading the evening papers. The fail- 
ures of the day, of course, engaged his 
attention ; among them, those of Sand- 
ford and his associates were not unex- 
pected. His little wife sat by him, fond- 
ling the weakly baby. 

“ Old Sandford has gone by the board, 
ducky. Good enough for him! He’s come 
to grief, as he deserved. He'll never 
trouble me any more.” 

“T'm afraid a good many more ‘Il come 
to grief, as you say, before this panic is 
over.” 

“ Some, of course ; the dead trees, and 
the worm-eaten, powder-posted ones, will 
fall in the high winds, naturally. But old 
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old white-oak trunk ;—sound as a ship’s 
mainmast.” 

“Ts it Bullion who owes you?” 

“Yes. I have his notes for ten 
thousand dollars; and our next settle- 
ment, I calculate, will give me as 
much more.” 

“ Why don’t you get your pay ?” 

“What should I do with it, my duck ? 
I couldn’t lend it to anybody safer. If 
I deposit, the bank is as likely to fail as 
he. As long as he has the whole capital 
to swing, he will make the more for us 
both.” 

“T would rather have the money.” 

“That shows how little you know 
about. it.” 

“T know, if you had it, and didn’t lend 
it nor speculate with it, you couldn’t lose 
i i 

“Now, ducky, don’t interfere. You 
take care of babies nicely. Let me 
manage my own affairs.” 

“You always treat me like a child 
that has to be petted with sugar-plums.” 

“That’s because you are a child. 
What the devil does a woman know 
about business ?” 

The “ducky” cried a little, and was 
quite sure that John would go on and 
risk what he had, till he lost all. 

“ Little woman, none of your blubber- 
ing! It annoys me. Am I to be harassed 
by business all day, and have no peace 
when I come home?” 

He settled himself to read the papers, 
once more, and the wife picked up the 
fretful, puny infant, and retreated to the 
kitchen, where she could indulge her sor- 
row without rebuke or interruption. 

Presently, Bullion entered, though not 
unexpected; for he had given Fletcher 
an intimation, that, in order to have a 
private interview, he would endeavor to 
see him at home. . 

“ Nice little box,” said the capitalist, 
looking around. “ Any babies?” 

“One,” said Fletcher. 

“ Boy or girl ?” 

“ A girl.” 

“ Bad. Girls always an expense. 
Dress, piano, parties, and d—d nonsense. 
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Boys, you put ’em into harness and work 
’em till they're willing to eat their wild 
oats; he! he!” 

The eyebrow flourished over the jocose 
idea; the stony eye glittered a moment 
like a revolving light, and then relapsed 
into darkness. 

“ However, I have but one, and T 
think IT can make her comfortable.” 

“ Yes, my boy, quite comfortable. Let 
me see, I owe you ten thousand. How 
does the new account stand ?” 

“Tere are the figures, taken from 
Tonsor’s book,” said Fletcher. “ Seven- 
ty-nine thousand cight hundred and for- 
ty-three. Ten per cent. to me is seven 
thousand nine hundred and eighty-four.” 

“ A big pile of money, Fletcher.” 

“Yours, you mean? Yes, seventy 
thousand and odd is a big pile.” 

“ Yours,—I meant yours.” 

“ Why, yes,” replied Fletcher, indiffer- 
ently, “a good fair sum, for a man that 
hadn’t any before.” 

“ Don’t you think, now, Fletcher, that 
the ten thousand pays you for all you’ve 
done? Isn’t it enough for a month or 
two's work ?” 

“T think I am paid when I get what 
was agreed on,” replied Fletcher, stoutly. 

The eyebrow was raised with a depre- 
eatory, inquiring look. 

“ Why, Fletcher, sharp’s the word, is 
itn” 

“ That’s what you said, when we start- 
ed.” : 
“ Suppose I pay you the notes and a 
thonsand or two more, and we call it 
square? Then you salt down what you 
got.” 

“ And you propose to haul off from 
operating ?” 

“Well, no, I can’t say I do. I may 
try the bulls another fall or two. But 
you haven’t anything else. If we lose, 
you are smashed. I have other property 
to fall back on.” 

“So it’s merely to do me a kindness 
and make me safe and snug that you 
propose to keep back the six thousand 
that belong to me ?” 

“ You put it rather strong, youngster. 
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I didn’t agree to pay till the scheme was 
carried out. But we've done better than 
we ‘xpected, and, to take you out of dan- 
ger, I offered to pay part down. In a 
business as ticklish as stocks, you don’t 
expect a man to come down with the 
ready without a consideration ?” 

“You know you could never have 
kept the run of the market, if it hadn’t 
been for me; and the ten per cent. is no 
more than a fair share. This isn’t a mat- 
ter of dollars altogether, though dollars 
are useful, but of information, activity, 
brains.” 

“ Well, remember, young man, I offer 
you now twelve thousand. If anything 
happens, don’t squawk nor play baby.” 

“ Why, you’re not going to fail ?” 

* No,—not if the world don’t tip over.” 

“ And you're going on with your oper- 
ations ?” 

«“ Yes,—till the wind shifts. It’s due 
east yet.” 

“ Well, I think the ship that carries you 
is safe enough for me. Make me the 
notes, and let the operations go on anoth- 
er week.” 

With an increased respect for his agent, 
when he found that he could neither 
humbug nor frighten him, Bullion filled 
out and signed the notes. Next they re- 
viewed the stock-market, and decided 
upon the course to be pursued. Bullion 
then fell into a profound meditation, and 
did not speak for five minutes, though 
the busy eyebrow showed that his mind 
was not lost in vacancy. At last he 
started up, saying,— 

“T must go. But, Fletcher, any rea- 
son why you particularly wanted to pay 
Sandford that thousand, to-day ?” 

Fletcher turned pale, and his heart 
rose in his mouth. 

“ No,—no reason,—that is—he wanted 
it—I—I was willing to oblige ” 

“No matter about reasons,” said Bul- 
lion, with a quiet air. “I never tread on 
people’s corns. Only when it’s wanted 
let me know. You see he went by the 
board. He begged me to save him. 
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Tlow could I? I’ve done enough for 
other people. Must take care of number 
one, now. Kerbstone, he begs, too. I 
shan’t help him.” 

Fletcher felt relieved; at the same 
time he determined without delay to 
make a new effort to get the fatal evi- 
dence of his former crime into his own 
possession. 

“ Oh,” said Bullion, as if he had forgot- 
ten something, “ the wife and baby, let’s 
see “em.” 

Fletcher called his wife, who came 
in timidly, and shrank from the fierce 
look of the man of money. 

“ How d’e do, Ma’am ? Your servant, 
Ma’am. Glad to see you. But the baby?” 

“ Fetch the baby, lovey,” said Fletcher. 

Baby was brought, smiling with as lit- 
tle reason as possible, and winking very 
hard in the light. 

“ Pretty dear!” said Bullion, chucking 
her under the chin. 

“T wonder what the devil this means,” 
thought Fletcher. 

How was his surprise increased when, 
after a moment, Bullion inquired,— 

“Teeth cut yet? Some of ’em, I see. 
More to come. Want something to bite, 
little one ?” 

He pulled out his purse and gave the 
child three or four large gold pieces. 
The little hands could not hold them, and 
they fell on the carpet, rolling in different 
directions. Bullion left hastily, with a 
quick nod and a clipped “ Good-bye.” 

“Well, I vow!” said Fletcher, with a 
long breath. * It’s well he didn’t stay to 
pick ‘em up; they'd ‘ave stuck to his fin- 
gers like wax. He couldn’t have let ’em 
alone.” 

“ What a good man he is!” said the 
overjoyed little woman. 

“Good man! He's crazy. Old Bul- 
lion giving away gold pieces to a baby! 
He’s lost his wits, sure. He never gave 
away a sixpence before in his life. Oh, 
he’s cracked, without a doubt. I must 
keep watch of him. When he grows 
generous, there’s something wrong.” 
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The Waterfall. 


THE WATERFALL. 


Down across the green and sunny meadow, 


Where the grass hangs thick with glistening dew,— 


In the birch-wood’s flickering light and shadow, 


Where, between green leaves, the sun shines through,— 


Plunging deeper in the wood’s dark coolness, 
Where the path grows rougher and more steep, 
Where the trees stand thick in leafy fulness, 
And the moss lies green in shadows deep :— 


Hark ! the wind amid the tree-tops rushing 
Jn a sudden gust along the hills !— 

No,—the leaves are still,—tis water gushing 
From some hidden haunt of mozuntain-rills. 


Tow " say 6 ; 
Upward through the rugged pathway struggling, 
Loud and louder yet the music grows ; 
Near and nearer still, the water's gurgling 
Guides me where o’er moss-grown rocks it flows. 


Breathless, for its welcome coolness thirsting, 
On I haste, led by the rushing sound, 

Till upon my full sight sudden bursting, 
Lo, the forest’s hidden treasure found ! 


See the gathered waters madly leaping, 
Plunging from the rocks in headlong chase, 
Boiling, eddying, whirling, downward sweeping 
All that meets them in their foaming race ! 


From the broken waters riseth ever, 
Fresh and cool, a soft and cloud-like spray ; 


And where through the boughs slant sunbeams quiver, 


On the mist the sudden rainbows play. 


On a branch high o’er the torrent swinging 
Sits a bird, with joyful-swelling throat ;— 

Only to the eye and heart he’s singing ; 
Through the roar below I hear no note. 


All the forest seems as if enchanted, 
Seenis to lie in wondrous stillness bound ; 
Tushed its voices, silenced and supplanted, 
Interwoven with this ceaseless sound. 


Gazing on the whirl of waters meeting, 
Dizzy with its rush, I stand and dream, 
Till it almost seems my own ‘heart's beating, 
And no more the voice of mountain-stream. 
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THE WINTER-BIRDS. 


WE are prone to set an extraordinary 
value upon all sources of pleasure that 
arrive in a season when they are few and 
unexpected. Hence the peculiar charm 
of the early flowers of spring, and of 
those equally delightful flowers that come 
up to cheer the short and melancholy 
days of November. The winter-birds, 
though they do not sing, are, on the same 
account, particularly interesting. The 
Chicadees and the little speckled Wood- 
peckers, that tarry with us in midwinter, 
and make the still cold days lively and 
cheerful by their merry voices, are, in 
animated nature, what flowers would be 
in inanimate nature, if they were found 
blooming under the snow. Nature does 
not permit, at any season, an entire 
dearth of those sources of enjoyment 
that spring from observation of the ex- 
ternal world; and as there are evergreen 
mosses and ferns that supply in winter 
the places of the absent flowers, in like 
manner there are chattering birds that 
linger in the wintry woods; and Nature 
has multiplied the echoes at this season, 
that their fev and feeble voices may be 
repeated by their lively responses among 
the hills. 

To those who look upon Nature with 
the feelings of a poet or a painter, we 
need not speak of the value of the win- 
ter-birds as enliveners of the landscape. 
Any circumstance connected with scen- 
ery, that exercises our feelings of beney- 
olence, adds to the picturesque charms 
of a prospect; and no man can see a 
little bird, or any other animal, at this 
time, without feeling a lively interest in 
its welfare. The sight of a flock of Snow- 
Buntings descending, like a shower of 
meteors, upon a field of grass, and eager- 
ly devouring the seeds contained in its 
drooping pannicles that extend above the 
snow-dritts,—of a company of Crows re- 
joicing with noisy sociability over some 
newly-discovered feast in the pine-wood,— 
of the party-colored Woodpeckers wind- 


ing round the trees and hammering upon 
their trunks,—all these, and many other 
sights and sounds, are associated with our 
ideas of the happiness of these creatures ; 
and while our benevolent feelings are 
thus agreeably exercised, the objects that 
cause our emotions add a positive charm 
to the dreary aspects of winter. These 
reflections have always led me to regard 
the birds and other interesting animals 
as having a value to mankind not to be 
estimated in dollars and cents, and which 
is entirely independent of any services 
they may render to the farmer or the 
orchardist by preventing the over-multi- 
plication of noxious insects. 

The greater number of small birds that 
remain in northern latitudes during win- 
ter, except the Woodpeckers and their 
congeners, are such as subsist chiefly 
upon seeds. Those insectivorous species 
that gather their food chiefly from the 
ground are under a particular necessity 
of migrating. Hence the common Robs 
in, living entirely on insects and a little 
fruit, that serves him rather as a dessert 
than as substantial fare, a bird that 
never feeds upon grain or seeds of any 
kind, but devours the insects that are 
found upon the surface of the soil, can- 
not subsist in our latitude, except in 
open winters. During such favorable 
seasons, the Robins are able to collect 
vast quantities of dormant insects from 
the open ground. These birds always 
endeavor to keep on the outside of ex- 
tensive snows; and if in any year, very 
early in November, a large quantity of 
snow should fall in the latitude of New 
Jersey and Pennsylvania, while north of 
it the ground remained uncovered, the 
Robins would be retarded in their jour- 
ney and tarry with us in unusual num- 
bers. A great many of them must perish 
of hunger, or be reduced to the necessity 
of feeding on the berries of the Vibur- 
num and Juniper, should they be over- 
taken by an extensive and enduring 
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snow that cuts off their journey of emi- 
gration.’ : 

The Woodpeckers and their allied spe- 
cies, though insectivorous, are not thus 
affected by the winter. Gathering all 
their food, consisting of larvee and insects, 
from the bark and wood of trees, the 
snow cannot conceal it or place it beyond 
their reach. The quantity of this kind 
of food is less than in summer, but the 
birds can obtain it with about the same 
facility at all times, because other species 
of birds are diminished, which in sum- 
mer divide with them this spoil. Hence, 
Woodpeckers, Creepers, and Tomtits do 
not migrate. They simply scatter more 
widely over the country, instead of keep- 
ing in the woods, and thus accommodate 
themselves to their more limited supplies 
of food. The Swallow tribes, that catch 
their food in the air, are the first to mi- 
grate, because the swarms of insects are 
vastly diminished by the early frosts of 
autumn. 

It is not often that we are led to reflect 
upon the extreme loneliness that would 
prevail in all solitary places in winter, 
were all the birds to migrate at this sea- 
son to a warmer climate, or to sink into 
a state of torpidity, like frogs, dormice, 
and other small animals. But Nature, 
to preserve the pleasantness of this sea- 
son, has endowed certain birds with pow- 
er to endure the severest cold, and with 
the faculty of providing for their wants 
at a time when it would seem that there 
was not sustenance enough among the 
hidden stores of the season to keep them 
from starvation. The woodman, however 
insensible he may be to the charms of all 
such objects, is gladdened and encour- 
aged in his toils by the sight of these 
sprightly creatures, some of which, like 
the Jay and the Woodpecker, are adorn- 
ed with the most beautiful plumage, and 
are all pleasantly garrulous, filling the 
otherwise silent woods with constant and 
vociferous merriment. 

In my early days, for the supposed 
benefit of my health, I passed a winter 
in Tennessee, and, being unoccupied, ex- 
cept with my studies, I spent a great por- 
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tion of my time in botanical and zodlog- 
ical excursions in the woods adjoining 
the city of Nashville. It was during that 
season I experienced the full power of 
the winter-birds to give life and beauty 
to the scenes of Nature; for, though not 
one was heard to sing, they seemed as 
active and as full of merriment as in the 
early summer. The birds that most par- 
ticularly attracted my attention at this 
time were the Woodpeckers, of which 
several species were very numerous. 
Conspicuous among them was the Pile- 
ated Woodpecker, (Picus pileatus,) a 
bird with rusty-black plumage, a red 
crest and moustaches, and a white stripe 
on each side of the neck,—one of the 
largest of the tribe. His loud croaking 
note was heard at all times in the deep 
woods, and his great size and his frequent 
hammering upon the resounding boles of 
the trees attracted every one’s attention. 

A more beautiful, but smaller species, 
was the Redheaded Woodpecker. (P. ery- 
throcephalus,) with head, neck, and throat 
of crimson, and other parts of his plum- 
age variously marked with white and 
changeable blue. This species, though 
never seen in Eastern Massachusetts, is 
a common resident in this latitude, west 
of the Green-Mountain range. The birds 
of this species were very numerous, dur- 
ing my excursions, and the woods were 
constantly flushing with their bright colors 
as they flitted among the trees. They 
were sometimes joined by another spe- 
cies, hardly less beautiful, the Redbreast- 
ed Woodpecker (P. Caroliniensis). 

It is impossible to describe the charm 
which these birds afforded to the other- 
wise solitary woods. ‘The loud croaking 
of the Log-cock, the cackling screams of 
the Redheaded Woodpecker, and the sol- 
emn, tolling note of the Redbreast, blend- 
ed with the occasional cooing of Turtle- 
doves, formed a sylvan charm, that made 
my winter-rambles, at this period, as in- 
teresting as any I ever pursued in sum- 
mer or autumn. 

Tn our latitude, after the first flight of 
snow has covered the ground, the winter- 
birds, pressed by hunger, are compelled 
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to make extensive forages in quest of 
food. Hence our attention is more close- 
ly attracted to them at this time, as many 
parties of them will visit our neighbor- 
hood in the course of the day, when, if no 
snow had fallen, they would have con- 
fined themselves to a more limited range. 
One of the most attractive sights on such 
occasions is caused by the flocks of Snow- 
Buntings, which are particularly grega- 
rious in their habits. In Sweden they 
are called “ Bad-W eather-Birds,” because 
they are mostly seen when the fallen 
snow has caused them to roam from 
place to place, in quest of their subsist- 
ence. They are far from being birds of ill- 
omen, however, as we sce them common- 
ly when the storm is past. Few sights 
are more picturesque than these flocks 
of Snow-Buntings, whirling with the sub- 
siding winds, and moving as if they were 
guided by an eddying breeze, now half 
concealed by the direction in which they 
meet the rays of the sun. then suddenly 
flashing, as with a simultaneous turn they 
present the under white side of their 
wings to the light of heaven. The pow- 
er which these diminutive creatures seem 
to possess, of enduring the cold of winter, 
and of contending with the storm, attach- 
es to their appearance a quality which is 
allied to sublimity. I cannot look upon 
them, therefore, in any other view than 
as important parts in that ever-changing 
picture of light, motion, and beauty, with 
which Nature benevolently consoles us 
for those evils which are assigned by fate 
to all the inhabitants of the earth. 

The common Snow-Birds (Fringilla 
nivalis) are more interesting as indi- 
viduals, but they are never seen in com- 
pact flocks. They go usually in scat- 
tered parties, and appear in Massachu- 
setts about the middle of autumn, arriv- 
ing from Canada and Labrador, where 
they spend the summer. They have 
many of the habits of the common Hair- 
Bird, (Fringilla socialis,) assembling 
around our houses and barns, and pick- 
ing up crumbs of bread and other frag- 
ments of food. They differ entirely 
from the Buntings in their appearance, 
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the latter being called White Snow-Birds, 
to distinguish them from the others, which 
are slate-colored. These birds are quite 
as remarkable, however, for their power 
of enduring the cold, and of sustaining the 
force of the tempest. In the midst of a 
snow-storm, they may often be seen sport- 
ing, as it were, in the very whirlpool of 
the driving snows, and alighting upon the 
tall sedges and weeds, and eagerly gath- 
ering the produce. The Hemp-Bird often 
joins their parties, and his cheerful and 
well-known twitter may be heard, as he 
hurriedly flits from one bush to another, 
hunting for the seeds of the golden-rods 
and asters. 

The cause of the migration of these 
birds from their native northern latitudes 
is not, probably, the severe cold of those 
regions, but the deep snows that bury up 
their cereal stores at a very early pe- 
riod. But even if the grounds in those 
cold latitudes were only partially cover- 
ed, these birds must scatter themselves 
over a wide extent of territory, in pro- 
portion as their food becomes less abun- 
dant. They live principally upon seeds, 
and hence their forages are made chiefly 
in the tilled lands, where the weeds af- 
ford them an abundance of food. The 
nesligence of the tiller of the soil is, there- 
fore, a great gain to the small birds, by 
leaving a supply of seeds in the annu- 
al grasses that grow thriftily with his 
crops. , 

Among these flocks of Snow-Birds, a 
few individuals of the common Hair-Bird 
(Fringilla socialis) may frequently be 
seen. The majority of this species mi- 
grate to a more open clime; but suffi- 
cient numbers remain to entitle them to 
be included with other Snow-Birds of 
the Finch tribe. He is one of the small- 
est of the Sparrows, of a brownish ash 
color above, and grayish white beneath. 
He wears a little cap or turban of brown 
velvet on his head, and by this mark he 
is readily distinguished from his kindred 
Sparrows. Relying on his diminutive 
size for his security, he comes quite up to 
our door-step, mindless of the people who 
are assembled round it, and, fearless of 


322 


danger, picks up the crumbs that are 
scattered there. He may be seen at all 
seasons of the year, though his voice is 
not heard in the spring so early as that 
of the Song-Sparrow or the Blue-Bird. 
He lives chiefly on seeds, though, like 
other granivorous birds, he feeds his 
young with grubs and = small insects. 
This is a general practice with the gra- 
nivorous tribes, in order to provide their 
young with soft and digestible food be- 
fore they are strong enough to digest the 
hard, coriaceous seed. Nature has form- 
ed an exception in the Pigeon tribe; but 
has compensated them by providing that 
the parent bird shall soften the food in 
her own crop before it is given to the 
tender young. From the peculiar man- 
ner in which the young are fed comes 
the epithet, “ sucking doves.” 

It is common to speak disparagingly 
of the little Hair-Bird, as if he were good 
for nothing, without beauty and without 
song, and, what is of still more conse- 
quence in the eyes of the sordid epicure, 
too small to be eaten, his weight of flesh 
not being worth a charge of powder 
and shot. We can never sufliciently 
rejoice that there are some birds too 
small to excite the avaricious feelings of 
these knights of the fowling-piece and 
the rifle. The Hair-Bird is not to be 
despised, except by epicures. Though 
he is contemptuously styled the “ Chip- 
ping-Sparrow,” —a name which I will 
never consent to apply to him,—his voice 
is nO mean accompaniment to the gen- 
eral chorus which may be heard every 
still morning before sunrise, during May 
and June. Tis continued trilling note 
is to this warbling band what the octave 
flute is to a grand concert of artificial 
instruments. The yoives of numbers of 
these birds, which are the very first to 
be heard and the last to become silent 
in the morning, serve to fill up the paus- 
es in this sylvan anthem, like a running 
appoggiatural accompaniment in cer- 
tain admired musical compositions. How 
little soever the Hair-Bird may general- 
ly be valued as a songster, his voice, I 
am sure, would be most sadly missed, 
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were it never more to be heard charm- 
ingly blending with the other louder 
yoices of the feathered choristers. 

How often, on still, sultry nights in 
July, when scarcely a breath of air is 
stirring among the foliage of the trees, 
when the humming of the Moth might be 
plainly heard, as it glided by my open 
window, have I been charmed with the 
voice of this little bird, uttered in a low, 
trilled note, from the branch of some 
neighboring tree! He seems to be the 
sentinel whom Nature has appointed to 
watch for the first gleam of dawn, which 
he always faithfully announces before any 
other bird has begun to stir. Two or three 
strains from his octave pipe are the signal 
for a general awakening of the birds, 
and one by one they join the song, until 
the whole air resounds with an harmo- 
nious medley of voices. The Hair-Bird 
has a singular habit of sitting upon the 
ground, while chirping in the early morn- 
ing. His nest is placed commonly upon 
an apple-tree, sometimes in a bush, but 
never on the ground. It is very neatly 
constructed of the fibres of roots closely 
woven together, and beautifully lined 
with fine soft hair, whence he has ob- 
tained his name. It is not surpassed in 
neatness and beauty by the nest ef any 
other bird. 

I will leave the granivorous birds to 
speak of another class, equally hardy, but 
of habits more like those of the Wood- 
pecker. I allude to the Chicadees, to 
whose lively notes we are indebted for a 
great part of the cheerfulness of a win- 
ter’s walk. These notes are not a song; 
but there is a liveliness in their sound, 
most frequently uttered during a pleas- 
ant winter-day, causing them to be asso- 
ciated with these agreeable changes in 
the weather. The Chicadees are not 
seen, like Snow-Birds, most numerous 
during a snow-storm, or after a fall of 
snow. Their habits are nearly the same 
in all weathers, except that they are 
more prone to be noisy and loquacious 
on pleasant, sunny days. 

The sounds from which the Chicadee 
has derived his name appear to be his 
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call-notes, like the crowing of a Cock or 
the gobbling of a Turkey, and are prob- 
ably designed by Nature to enable the 
birds, while scattered singly over the for- 
est, to sionalize their presence to others 
of the same species. 


observed, that, when the call is rapidly 


Hence it may be 


repeated, a multitude of his kindred will 
» that 


immediately assemble around the « 
When 


tended to be given, the 


gave the alarm no alarm is in- 


bird utters these 


notes but seldom, and o as he passes 


from one tree to another. He is prob- 
ably accustomed to hearing a response, 
heard, he will re- 


and, if one is not soon 


peat his call until it is answered ; for as 
these 


flocks, this continual 


the woods in 


is carried 


birds do not forage 


} 
li 


on 
between them to satisfy their desire for 
each other’s company. <A similar conver- 
sation passes between the individuals of 
a flock of Chickens, when scattered over 
a farmyard ; one, on finding itself alone, 
will chirp until it hears a response, when 
The eall- 


Chicadee are very lively, 


it seems immediately satisfied. 
notes of the 
with a mixture of querulousness in their 
tone, that renders them the more pleas- 
ing. 

The Chicadee is the 
birds that remain with us during the win- 
ter. He is a 


everybody knows 


smallest of the 
permanent resident, and 
him. He is a lively 


chatterer and an agreeable companion ; 


and as he neyer tarries long in one place, 
he does not tire one with his garrulity. 
He is our attendant in all our pleasant 


winter-walks, in the orchard or the 


wood, 
in the garden or by the rustic wayside. 
We have seen him, on still winter-days, 


flitting from tree to tree, with the live- 


liest motions and in the most engaging a 


titudes, examining every twig and branch 
and winding over and under and in and 
out among them, and, after a few lively 
notes, hopping to another tree to pass 
through the Even 


Same manceuyres, 


those who are confined to the house are 


not excluded from a sight of these birds; 
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Beside the note from which the Chica- 


dee derives his name, he sometimes ut- 
ters two very plaintive notes, which are 
separated by a regular musical interval, 
making a fourth on the des ending scale. 
They sli of the Pe- 


wee, 


those 


htly resemble 


and are often supposed to come 


from some other bird, so different are 
they from the common note of the Chic- 


adee. I 


tain 


been able to ascer- 


have not 
the circumstances under which the 
bird repeats this plaintive strain, but it 
is uttered both in and winter. 
Indeed, 
notes uttered at 
bird, 
interrupted succession, they would form 
| 


most agreeabie Ol 


sulmmer 
ch a variety in the 


this 


there is 
different times by 
that, if they were repeated in un- 
one of the woodland 
melodies. 

The Chicadee is not a singing-bird. 
He utters his usual notes at all times of 
the year; but in the early part of sum- 


mer he is addicted to a very low but 
pleasant kind of warbling, considerably 
varied, and wanting only more loudness 
and precision to entitle him to a rank 
singine-birds. 


with the This warbling 


does not seem intended to cheer his part- 


is rather a sort of soliloquizing 
sown amusement. If it was uttered 
by the young birds only, we might sup- 


lessons in music, 


pose them to be taking 
and that this was a specimen of their first 
attempts. I have often heard the Golden 
Robin warbling in a similar manner. 

In company with the Chicadees in their 
foraging excursions, We olten see two 
Speckled Woodpeckers, differing appar- 
ently only in size, each having a sort 
of red The 


(Picus pube scens) is the Downy W ood- 


crest. smaller of the two 
pecker. The birds of this species are call- 


ed “ Sap-Suckers,” from their habit of 
making perforations in the sound branch- 
es of trees through the bark without pen- 
etrating the wood, as if they designed on- 
ly to obtain the sap. These perforations 


round the 


are often made in a cire 


branch, and it is 


hichly probable that 
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chievous designs, accuse them of boring 
into the tree for the purpose of drinking 
the sap. 

The Woodpecker is a more restless, 
though not a more industrious bird than 
the Chicadee, and seldom gives the 
branches so thorough an examination as 
the latter. Ife searches for grubs that 
are concealed in the wood of the tree ; 
he examines those spots only where he 
hears their scratchings, bores the wood to 
obtain them, and then flies off. But the 
Chicadve looks for insects on or near the 
surface, and does not confine his search 
to trees. IIe examines fences, the under 
part of the eaves of houses, and the wood- 
pile, and destroys, in the course of his for- 
aging, many an embryo moth and but- 
terfly which would otherwise become the 
parent of noxious larve. The Wood- 
pecker is often represented as the em- 
blem of industry; but the Chicadee is 
more truly emblematical of this virtue, 
and the Weodpecker of perseverance, as 
he never tires when drilling into the 
wood of a tree in quest of his prey. 

Another of the companions of the Chic- 
adee is the Brown Creeper, (Certhia fa- 
miliaris,) of similar habits, and commonly 
seen moving in a spiral direction around 
the trunks and branches of trees, and, 
when he is conscious of being observed, 
keeping on the further side of the branch. 
He is more frequently seen in the winter 
than in the summer, when he confines 
himself to the seclusion of the pine forest. 
The different birds which I have named, 
as companions of the Chicadee, often 
assemble by seeming accident in large 
numbers upon one tree, and meeting 
with more company than is agreeable to 
them, they will often on these occasions 
make the wood resound with their noisy 
disputes. They may have been assem- 
bled by some accidental note of alarm, 
and on finding no particular cause for it, 
they raise a shout that reminds one of 
the extraordinary vociferation with which 
young men and boys conclude a false 
alarm of fire in the early part of the 
night. These different birds, though evi- 
dently social, are not gregarious, and sel- 
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dom, without vexation, endure the pres- 
ence of more than two or three compan- 
ions. 

The Nut-Hatch (Sit/a Caroliniensis) is 
often found among these assemblages, and 
may be recognized by his piercing trum- 
pet-like note. This bird resembles the 
Woodpeckers in the shape of the bill, but 
has only one hinder toe, instead of two; 
and is said to have derived its name from 
a habit of breaking open or hatching 
nuts, to obtain the kernel. He is a per- 
manent inhabitant of the cold parts of 
the American continent, resembling the 
Titmouse in his diligence and activity, 
and in the various maneuvres he per- 
forms while in quest of his insect-food. 

There are times when even this class 
of birds, that collect their food from the 
‘ark and wood of trees, are driven to 
great extremities. When the trees are 
incased with ive, which, though not im- 
penetrable by their strong bills, prevents 
their laying hold of the bark with their 
claws for support, they are in some dan- 
ger of starving. It is at such times that 
the gardens and barnyards are frequent- 
ed by large numbers of Woodpeckers, 
Creepers, and Nut-Hatches, driven by 
this necessity from their usual haunts. A 
piece of suet fastened to the branch of 
a tree, at any time of the winter, would 
soon be discovered by these birds and af- 
ford them a grateful repast. I have fre- 
quently assembled them under my win- 
dows by this allurement. ° 

I will leave the Chicadees and their 
companions to speak of another class of 
birds of different character and habits : 
these are the Jays, and their sable-plumed 
congeners of the Crow family. In all 
parts of the country that abound in woods 
of any description, we are sure to be 
greeted by the loud voice of the Blue 
Jay, one of the most conspicuous tenants 
of the forest. He has a beautiful out- 
ward appearance, under which he con- 
ceals an unamiable temper and a pro- 
pensity to mischief. Indeed, there is no 
other bird in our forest that is arrayed in 
equal splendor. His neck of fine pur- 
ple, his pale azure crest and head with 
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silky plumes, his black crescent-shaped 
collar, his wings and tail-feathers of bright 
blue with stripes of white and black, and 
his elegant form and vivacious manners, 
combine to render him attractive to all 
observers. 

But with all this beauty, he has, like 
the Peacock, a harsh voice; he is a thief, 
and a disturber of the peace. He is a 
sort of Ishmael among the sylvan tribes, 
who are startled at the sound of his voice, 
and fear him as a bandit. The farmer, 
who is well acquainted with his habits, is 
no friend to him; for he not only takes 
what is required for his immediate wants, 
but hoards a variety of articles in large 
quantities for future use. It would seem 
as if he were aware when he was engaged 
in an honest and when in a dishonest ex- 


pedition ; for while searching for food in~ 


the wood or open field, he is extremely 
noisy,— but when he ventures into a 
barn, to take what does not belong to 
him, he is silent and stealthy, and exhib- 
its all the peculiar manners of a thief. 

It would be no mean task to enumer- 
ate all the acts of mischief perpetrated 
by this bird; and I cannot but look upon 
him as one of the most guilty of the feath- 
ered tribe. He plunders the cornfield 
both at seed-time and harvest; he steals 
everything that is eatable, and conceals 
it in his hoarding-places ; he destroys the 
eggs of smaller birds and devours their 
young ; he quarrels with all other species, 
and his life is a constant scene of conten- 
tions. He is restless, pugnacious, and 
irascible, and always seems like one who 
is out on some expedition. Yet, though 
a pest to other birds, he is a watchful par- 
ent and a faithful guardian of his off- 
spring. It is dangerous to venture near 
the nest of a pair of Jays, as they im- 
mediately attack the adventurer, aiming 
their blows at his face and eyes with the 
most savage determination. 

Like the Magpie, the Jay has consid- 
erable talent for mimicry, and in a state 
of domestication may be taught to ar- 
ticulate words like a Parrot. At certain 
times I have heard this bird utter a few 
notes resembling the tinkle of a bell, and 
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which, if syllabled, might form such a 
word as dilly-lily; but it is not a musical 
strain. Indeed, there is no music in his 
nature, and in all his imitations of other 
sounds he prefers the harsh to the melo- 
dious, such as the voice of the Hawk, the 
Owl, and other unmusical birds. 

The Blue Jay is a true American; he 
is known throughout this continent, and 
never visits any other country. At no 
season is he absent from our woods, and 
he is an industrious consumer of the lar- 
ger insects and grubs, atoning in this way 
for some of his evil deeds. In this respect, 
however, his services are not to be com- 
pared to those of the Robin and the Blue- 
Bird. Yet I am not prepared to say that 
I would consent to his banishment, for he 
is one of the most cheering tenants of 
the groves, at a season when they have 
but few inhabitants; and I never listen 
to his voice without recalling a crowd of 
charming reminiscences of pleasant win- 
ter excursions and adventures at an ear- 
ly period of my life. The very harshness 
of his voice has caused it to be impressed 
more forcibly upon the memory, in con- 
nection with these scenes. 

The common Crow may be consider- 
ed the representative, in America, of the 
European Rook, which he resembles in 
many of his habits, performing similar ser- 
vices, and being guilty of the same mis- 
chieyous deeds. It is remarkable that in 
Europe, where land is more valuable than 
in this country, and where agriculture is 
carried on with an amount of skill and 
nicety that would astonish an American 
farmer, the people are not so jealous of 
the birds. In Great Britain rockeries are 
regular establishments, and the Rooks, 
notwithstanding the mischief they do, are 
protected, on account of their services 
to agriculture. The farmers of Europe, 
having learned by repeated observation, 
that, without the aid of mischievous birds, 
the work of the farmer would be sacri- 
ficed to the more destructive insect-race, 
forgive them their trespasses, as we for- 
give the trespasses of cats and dogs. The 
respect shown to birds by any people 
seems to bear a certain ratio to the an- 
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tiquity of the nation. Tence the sacred- 

ness with which they are regarded in Ja-' 
pan, where the population is so dense that 

the inhabitants would feel that they could 

ill afford to divide the produce of their 

fields with the birds, unless they were 

convinced of their usefulness. 

The Crow is one of the most unfortu- 
nate of the feathered tribe in his rela- 
tions to man; for by almost all nations 
he is regarded with hatred, and every 
man’s hand is against him. He is pro- 
tected neither by custom nor superstition ; 
the sentimentalist cares nothing for him 
as an object of poetical regard, and the 
utilitarian is blind to his services as a 
scavenger, ‘The farmer considers him as 
the very ringleader of mischief, and uses 
all means he can invent for his destrue- 
tion ; the friend of the singing-birds bears 
him a grudge as the destroyer of their 
eges and young; and even the moralist 
is disposed to condemn him for his cun- 
ning and dissimulation. 

Hence he is everywhere hated and per- 
secuted, and the expedients used for his 
destruction are numerous and revolting 
He is outlawed by 
acts of Parliament and other legislative 
bodies; he is hunted with the gun; he is 
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eaught in crow-nets; he is hoodwinked 
with bits of paper smeared with bird- 
lime, in which he is caught by means of a 
bait; he is poisoned with grain steeped in 
hellebore and strychnine; the reeds in 
which he roosts are treacherously set on 
fire; he is pinioned by his wings, on his 
back, and is made to grapple his sympa- 
thizing companions who come to his res- 
cue; like an infidel, he is not allowed 
the benefit of truth to save his reputation ; 
and children, after receiying lessons of 
humanity, are taught to regard the Crow 
as an uniworthy subject when they carry 
their precepts into practice. Every gov- 
ernment has set a price upon his head, 
and every people holds him up to public 
execration. 

As an apology for these atrocities, might 
be enumerated a long catalogue of mis- 
demeanors of which he is guilty. He 
pillages the cornficld, and pulls up the 
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young shoots of maize to obtain the ker- 
nels attached to their roots; he destroys 
the egos and the young of innocent birds 
which we should like to preserve ; he pur- 
loins fruit from the garden and orchard, 
and carries off young ducks and chickens 
from the farmyard. Beside his mischiey- 
ous propensities and his habits of thiev- 
ing, he is accused of cunning, and of a 
depraved disposition. He who would 
plead for the Crow will not deny the 
general truth of these accusations, but, 
on the other hand, would enumerate cer- 
tain special benefits which he confers up- 
on man. 

In the catalogue of the services of this 
bird we find many details whick should 
lead us to pause before we consent to his 
destruction. Ie consumes, in the course 
of the year, vast quantities of grubs, 
worms, and noxious vermin; he is a val- 
uable scavenger, and clears the land of 
offensive masses of decaying animal sub- 
stances; he hunts the grass-fields, and 
pulls out and devours the underground 
caterpillars, wherever he perceives the 
signs of their operations, as evinced 
by the wilted stalks; he destroys mice, 
young rats, lizards, and the smaller ser- 
pents; lastly, he is a volunteer sentinel 
about the farm, and drives the Hawk 
from its inclosures, thus preventing great- 
er mischief than that of which he himself 
is guilty. It is chiefly during seed-time 
and harvest that the depredations of the 
Crow are committed ; during the remain- 
der of the year we witness only his ser- 
vices; and so highly are these services 
appreciated by those who have written of 
birds, that I cannot name an ornitholo- 
gist who does not plead in his behalf. 

Let us turn our attention, for a mo- 
ment, to his moral qualities. In vain is 
he accused of cunning, when without this 
quality he could not live. His wariness 
is really a virtue, and, under the circum- 
stances in which he is placed, it is his 
principal means of self-preservation. He 
has no moral principles, no creed, to 
which he is under obligations to offer 
himself as a martyr. His cunning is his 
armor ; and I am persuaded that the per- 
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secutions to which he has always been 
subjected have caused the development 
of an amount of intelligence that elevates 
him many degrees above the majority of 
the feathered race. 

There are few birds that equal the 
Crow in sagacity. He observes many 
things that would seem to require the fac- 
ulties of a rational being. He judges with 
accuracy, from the deportment of the per- 
son approaching him, if he is prepared to 
do him an injury ; and seems to pay no 
regard to one who is strolling the fields in 


search of flowers or for recreation. On 
such occasions, one may get so near 


him as to observe his manners, and even 
to note the varying shades of his plu- 
mage. But in vain does the sportsman 
endeavor to approach him. So sure is 
he to fly at the right moment for his safe- 
ty, that one might suppose he could meas- 
ure the distance of gunshot. 

The voice of the Crow is like no other 
sound uttered by the feathered race 3 it 
is harsh and unmelodious, and though he 
is capable, when domesticated, of imitat- 
ing human speech, he cannot sing. But 
ZEsop mistook the character of this bird 
when he represented him as the dupe of 
the fox, who gained the bit of cheese he 
earried in his mouth by inducing him to 
exhibit his musical powers. The Crow 
could not be fooled by any such appeals 
to his vanity. 

The Crow is commonly regarded as a 
homely bird; yet he is not without bean- 
ty. His coat of glossy black with violet 
reflections, his dark eyes and sagacious 
expression of countenance, his stately 
and eraceful gait, and his steady and 
equable flight, combine to give him a 
proud and dignified appearance. The 
Crow and the Raven have always been 
celebrated for their gravity,—a character 
that seems to be the result of their black 
sacerdotal vesture, and of certain mani- 
festations of intelligence in their ways 
and general deportment. Indeed, any 
one who should watch the motions of the 
Crow for the space of five minutes, either 
when he is stalking alone in the field, 
or when he is careering with his fellows 
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around some tall tree in the forest, would 
acknowledge that he deserves to be called 
a grave bird. 

Setting aside the services rendered by 
the Crow to agriculture, I esteem him for 
certain qualities which are agreeably as- 
sociated with the charms of Nature. It 
is not the singing-birds alone that con- 
tribute by their voices to gladden the 
husbandman and cheer the solitary trav- 
eller. The crowing of the Cock at the 
break of day is as joyful a sound, though 
not so musical, as the voice of the Robin 
who chants his lays at the same early 
hour. To me the cawing of the Crow is 
cheering and delightful, and it is heard 
long before the majority of birds have 
left their perch. If not one of the melo- 
dies of morn, it is one of the most nota- 
ble sounds that herald its approach. And 
how intimately is the voice of this bird 
associated with the sunshine of calm win- 
ter-days,—with our woodland excursions 
during this inclement season,—with the 
stroke of the woodman’s axe,—with open 
doors in bright and pleasant weather, 
when the eaves are dripping with the 


melting snow,—and with all those cheer- 
fil sounds that enliven the groves during 
that period when every object is valuable 
that relieves the silence or sofiens the 
dreary aspect of Nature ! 

If we leave the open fields and woods, 
and ramble near the coast to some re- 
tired and solitary branch of the sea, our 
meditations may be suddenly startled by 
the harsh voice of the Kingfisher, like 
This 
sellom seen in winter in the 
interior; most of his species migrate 
southwardly and to the sea-coast, just 
so far as to be within reach of the 
open As they subsist on the 
smaller kinds of fishes, they would per- 
ish with hunger, after the waters are 
But the 
Kingfisher often remains on the coast 


the sound of a watchman’s rattle. 
bird is 


waters. 


frozen, if they did not migrate. 


during open winters, and may there- 
fore be considered one of our winter- 
birds. 

This bird is the celebrated Alcedo, or 
Halcyon, of the ancients, wno attribut- 
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ed to him many apparently supernatural 
powers. He was supposed to construct 
his nest upon the waves, on which it was 
made to float like a skiff. But as the 
turbulence of a storm would be likely to 
cause its destruction, Nature had gifted 
him with the extraordinary power of still- 
ing the motions of the winds and waves, 
during the period of incubation. Hence 
the serene weather that accompanies the 
summer solstice was supposed to be oc- 
casioned by the benign influence of this 
bird, and the term “ halcyon days” was 
applied to this period. It is remarkable 
that the fable should add to these su- 
pernatural gifts. the power of song, as 
one of the accomplishments of the King- 
fisher. These superstitions must have 
been very general among the an¢ients, 
and were not confined to the Greeks 
and Romans. Some of the Asiatic na- 
tions still wear the skin of the Kingfish- 
er about their persons, as a protection 
against both moral and physical evils ; 
the feathers are. used as love-charms ; and 
it is believed, that, if the body of the 
Kingfisher be evenly fixed upon a piv- 
ot, it will turn its head to the north, like 
the magnetic needle. 

This bird is singularly grotesque in his 
appearance, though not without beauty 
of plumage. With his long, straight, and 
quadrangular bill, his short and diminu- 
tive feet and legs, and his immense head, 
his plumage of a handsome dusky blue, 
with a bluish band on the breast and a 
white collar around the neck,—when this 
mixture of the grotesque and the beautiful 


n connection wit tne sif- | bie. pues fir owrntér, ie we stance ute tote ten 


shoal, and announces his suecess by the 
peculiar sound of his rattle. 

It may not have been observed by all 
that the most interesting periods or situa- 
tions for rambling are not those which 
most abound with exciting scenes and ob- 
jects. There must be a certain dearth 
of individual objects that draw the at- 
tention, intermingled with occasional re- 
markable or mysterious sights and sounds, 
to yield an excursion its greatest interest. 
The hunter (unless he be a purveyor for 
the market) understands this philosophy, 
and knows that there is more pleasure in 
chasing a single deer or a solitary fox 
over miles of pasture and moorland, than 
in hunting where these animals are abun- 
dant, and slaughtering them as fast as 
one can load his gun. The pleasures at- 
tending a rural excursion in the winter 
are founded on this fact, and may be ex- 
plained by this principle. There, amid 
the general silence, every sound attracts 
attention and is accompanied by its echo ; 
and since the trees and shrubs have lost 
their leafy garniture, every tree and oth- 
er object has its own distinct shadow, 
and we fix our attention more easily up- 
on anything that excites our interest 
than when it is distracted by the confu- 
sion of numbers. 

Hlence it is in the winter that the pie- 
turesque character of the flight of birds 
is particularly noticeable. In summer, 
and in autumn, before the fall of the leaf, 
birds are partially concealed by the fo- 
liage of trees, so that the manner of their 


habits, we need not marvel 
titions connected with his 
ts patiently, like an angler, 
e head of a wharf, or on a 
ree that extends over the 
aning obliquely, with ex- 
and beak, he watches for 
There, with the light 
e Tim and the dark blue 
1, nothing on the surface 


‘an escape his penetrating 
with a sudden swoop, he 


fish from an unsuspecting 


of birds from the ground, we can hardly 
avoid taking notice of all the peculiarities 
ot their movements. I have alluded to 
the descent of Snow-Buntings upon the 
landscape as singularly picturesque ; but 
the motions of a flock of Quails, when 
suddenly aroused from a thicket, are not 
less so. When a Pigeon, or any other 
bird with strong and large wings, takes 
flight, the motions of its wines are not 
vibratory, and its progress through the 
air is so rapid as to injure the pleasing 
effect of its motions, because we obtain 
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no distinct perception of the bird during 
its flight. It is quite otherwise with the 
Quail. The body of this bird is plump 
and heavy, and his wings are short, and 
have a peculiar concavity of the under 
surface when expanded; their motions 
are very rapid, and, having but little 
sweep, the bird seems to sail on the air, 
carried along by a gentle but rapid vibra- 
tion of the wings, which describe ouly a 
very small are of a circle. Tence we 
observe the entire shape of the bird dur- 
ing its flight. The Partridge, and other 
gallinaceous birds, fly in a similar man- 
ner; but, on account of their larger size, 
their motions are less attractive. 

The Tlumming-Bird has proportion- 
ally larger wings than the Quail, and, 
when flying, his wings describe almost a 

* complete circle in their rapid vibrations. 
If we look upon one during his flight, he 
seems to have no wings, but rather to 
be encircled by a semi-transparent halo. 
-There are other birds that seem to be 
wings only, their bodies being hardly 
perceptible, on account of their small 
proportional size; such ave the Swallow, 
the Pigeon, the Cuckoo, and the Night- 
Iawk. 

Birds of prey are remarkable for their 
steady and graceful flight; the motion 
of their wings is slow, while, like the 
Pigeon, they are capable of propelling 
themselves through the air with great 
rapidity. The circumgyrations of a 
Hawk, when reconnoitring far aloft in 
the air, are singularly graceful. The 
flight of the Crow and the Raven is slow 
and apparently difficult, and they are 
easily overtaken and annoyed by the 
King-Bird and other small birds. They 
are not formed, like the Falcon, to catch 
their prey upon the wing, and, though 
their wings are large and powerful, they 
are incapable of performing those grace- 
ful and difficult evolutions which we ob- 
serve in the flight of birds of prey. The 
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flight of Herons resembles that of the 
Raven. 

Small birds, with the exception of a 
few species, move in an undulating course, 
alternately rising and sinking. Birds 
that move in this manner are, I believe, 
incapable of making a long journey on 
the wing without rest, and commonly 
perform their migrations by short daily 
stages. 

The flight of the little Sand-Pipers, 
which frequent the salt marshes in numer- 
ous flocks, is particularly worthy of study. 
It is not unlike the flight of Quails, but 
more evenly sustained, on account of the 
greater length and power of their wings. 
These birds are capable of holding an 
even flight in a perfectly horizontal line, 
only a few inches above the surface of the 
ground. When they alight, they seldom 
make a curve or evration, but descend 
in a straight and oblique course. Snow- 
Buntings usually turn about, just before 
they reach the ground; and I have seen 
them perform the most intricate changes, 
like the movements of a cotillon-party, 
executed with the rapidity of arrows, 
when suddenly checked in their flight 
by the discovery of a good tract of for- 
age. 

With these observations, which might 
be indefinitely extended, I take leave 
of the subject, simply remarking, that to 
the motions of’ birds, no less than to their 
beauty of plumage and the sounds of their 
voices, are we indebted for a great part 
of the picturesque attractions of land- 
scape ; and the more we study them, the 
more are we convinced, that, in whatever 
direction we turn our observations, we 
may extend them to infinity. There is 
no limit to any study of Nature, and even 
one so apparently insignificant as the flight 
of birds leads to an endless series of in- 
teresting facts, and opens the eyes to new 
beauties in the aspect of Nature and new 
sources of rational delight. 
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“THE NEW LIFE” OF DANTE. 


{Coneluded.} 


iil. 


Tue year 1289 was one marked in 
the annals of Florence and of Italy by 
events which are still famous, scored by 
the genius of Dante upon the memory 
of the world. It was in this year that 
Count Ugolino and his sons and grand- 
sons were starved by the Pisans in their 
tower prison. A few months later, Fran- 
cesea da Rimini was murdered by her 
husband. Between the dates of these 
two terrible events the Florentines had 
won the great victory of Campaldino ; 
and thus, in this short space, the mate- 
rials had been given to the poet for the 
two best-known and most powerful sto- 
ries and for one of the most striking 
episodes of the “ Divina Commedia.” 

In the great and hard-fought battle 
of Campaldino Dante himself took part. 
“T was at first greatly afraid,” he says, 
in a letter of which but a few sentences 
have been preseryed,*—* but at the end 
T felt the greatest joy,—according to the 
various chances of the battle.” When the 
victorious army returned to Florence, a 
splendid procession, with the clerey at its 
head, with the arts of the city each under 
its banner, and with all manner of pomp, 
went out to meet it. There were long- 
continued feasts and rejoicings. The 
battle had been fought on the 11th of 
June, the day of St. Barnabas, and the 
Republic, though already engaged in 
magnificent works of church-building, de- 
ereed that a new church should be erect- 
ed in honor of the Saint on whose day 
the victory had been won. 

A little later in that summer, Dante 
~was one of a troop of Florentines who 
joined the forces of Lucea in levying war 
upon the Pisan territory. The strong- 
hold of Caprona was taken, and Dante 
was present at its capture; for he says, 

*See Lionardo Aretino’s Vita di Dante. 


CInferno, xxi. 94-96,) “J saw the foot- 
soldiers, who, having made terms, came 
out from Caprona, afraid when they be- 
held themselves among so many ene- 
mies.” * 

Thus, during a great part of the sum- 
mer of 1289, Dante was in active service 
as a soldier. Ife was no lovesick idler, 
no mere home-keeping writer of verses, 
but was already taking his part in the 
affairs of the state which he was after- 
wards to be called on for a time to as 
sist in governing, and he was laying up 
those stores of experience which were to 
serve as the material out of which his 
vivifying imagination was to form the 
great national poem of Italy. But of 
this active life, of these personal engage- 
ments, of these terrible events which took 
such strong possession of his soul, there is 
no word, no suggestion even, in the book 
of his “ New Life.” In it there is no echo, 
however faint, of those storms of public 
violence and private passion which broke 
dark over Italy. In the midst of the 
tumults which sprang from the jealous- 
ies of rival states, from the internal dis- 
cords of cities, from the divisions of par- 
ties, from the bitterness of domestic quar- 
rels,—this little book is full of tenderness 
and peace, and tells its story of love as if 
the world were the abode of tranquillity. 
No external excitements could break into 
the inner chambers of Dante’s heart ta 
displace the love that dwelt within them. 
The contrast between the purity and 
the serenity of the “ Vita Nuova” and 
the coarseness and cruelty of the deeds 
that were going on while it was being 


* Landino, and most of the commentators 
after him, state that Dante refers in this pas- 
sage tothe fear of the garrison taken in the 
place when it was recaptured the next year 
by the Pisans. But as Florence and Visa eon- 
tinued at desperate enmity, Dante could hard- 
ly have witnessed this latter scene. 
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written is complete. Every man in some 

sort leads a double life—one real and his 

own, the other seeming and the world’s,— 
but with few is the separation so entire as 
it was with Dante. 

But in these troubled times the “ New 
Life” was drawing to its close. The 
spring of 1290 had come, and the poet, 
now twenty-five years old, sixteen years 
having passed since he first beheld Bea- 
trice, was engaged in writing a poem to 
tell what effect the virtue of his lady 
wrought upon him. He had written but 
the following portion when it was broken 
off, never to be resumed :— 

“So long hath Love retained me at his hest, 
And to his sway hath so accustomed me, 
That as at first he cruel used to be, 

So in my heart he now doth sweetly rest. 

Thus when by him my strength is dispos- 

sessed, 

So that the spirits seem away to flee, 

My frail soul feels such sweetness verily, 

That with it pallor doth my face invest. 

Then Love o’er me such mastery doth seize, 

He makes my sighs in words to take their 

wiy, 

And they unto my lady go to pray 

That she to give me further grace would 

please. 

Where’er she sees me, this to me ocemrs, 

Nor can it be believed what humbleness is 

hers.”’ 

“¢Quomodo sedet sola civitas plena 
populo! facta est quasi vidua domina 
gentium !’ [How doth the city sit soli- 
tary that was full of people! how is she 
become as a widow, she that was great 
among the nations !] * 


“JT was yet engaged upon this Can- 
zone, and had finished the above stanza, 
when the Lord of justice called this most 
gentle one unto glory under the banner 
of that holy Queen Mary whose name 
was ever spoken with greatest reverence 
by this blessed Beatrice.t 


* Lamentations, 1. 1. 

+ There is among the Canzoni of Dante one 
beginning, 
“Morte poich’ io non truovo a cui mi doglia,” 


which seems to have been written during 
the illness of Beatrice, in view of her ap- 
proaching death. It is a beautiful and touch- 
ing poem. Death is besought to spare that 
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“ And although it might give pleasure, 
were I now to tell somewhat of her de- 
parture from us, it is not my intention to 
treat of it here for three reasons. The 
first is, that it is no part of the present 
design, as may be seen in the proem of 
this little book. The second is, that, sup- 
posing it were so, my pen would not be 
sufficient to treat of it in a fitting man- 
ner. The third is, that, supposing both 
the one and the other, it would not be 
becoming in me to treat of it, since, in 
doing so, I should be obliged to praise 
myself,—a thing altogether blameworthy 
in whosoever does it,—and therefore I 
leave this subject to some other nar- 
rator. 

“ Nevertheless, since in what precedes 
there has been occasion to make frequent 
mention of the number nine,* and ap- 


lady, “ who of every good is the true gate.” 
—‘If thou extinguishest the light of those 
beautiful eyes, which were wont to be so 
sweet a guide to mine, I see that thou de- 
sirest my death.” 


“0 Death, delay not mercy, if ‘tis thine! 
For now I seem to see the heavens ope, 
And Angels of the Lord descending here, 
Intent to bear away the holy soul 
Of her whose honor there above is sung.” 


* In the earlier part of the Vita Nuova there 
are many references to this number. We 
translate in full the passage given above, as 
one of the most striking illustrations of Dante's 
youthful fondness for seeking for the mystical 
relations and inner meanings of things. The 
attributing such importance to the properties 
of the number nine, though it might at first 
view seem puerile and an indication of poverty 
of feeling, was a portion of the superstitions 
belief of the age, in which Dante naturally 
shared. The mysterious properties of mum- 
bers were a subject of serious study, and 
were connected with various branches of sei- 
ence and of life. 

“ Themistius vero, et Boethius, et Averre is 
Babylonius, cum Platone, sic mumeros extol- 
lunt, ut neminem absque illis posse reete phi- 
losophari putent. Loquuntur autem de nu- 
mero rationali et formali, non de materiali, 
sensibili, sive vocali numero mereatorum. .. . 
Sed intendunt ad proportionem ex illo resul- 
tantem, quem numerum naturalem et forma- 
lem et rationalem vocant; ex quo magna siera- 
menta emanant, tam in naturalibus quam di- 
vinis atque coelestibus. . . In numeris 
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parently not without reason, and since 
in her departure this number appeared 
to have a large place, it is fittmg to say 
something on this point, seeing that it 
seems to belong to our design. Where- 
fore I will first tell how it had place in 
her departure, and then I will assign 
some reason why this number was so 
friendly to her. I say, that, according to 
the mode of reckoning in Italy, her most 
noble soul departed in the first hour of 
the ninth day of the month ; and accord- 
ing to the reckoning, in Syria, she depart- 
ed in the ninth month of the year, since 
the first month there is Tismim, which 
with us is October; and according to 
our reckoning, she departed in that year 
of our indiction, that is, of the years of 
the Lord, in which the perfect number * 
was completed for the ninth time in that 
century in which she had been set in the 
world; and she was of the Christians of 
the thirteenth century.t 

“ One reason why this number was so 
friendly to her may be this : since, aecord- 
ing to Ptolemy and the Christian truth, 
there are nine heavens which move, and, 
according to the common astrological 
opinion, these heavens work effects here 
below according to their relative positions, 
this number was her friend, to the end 
that it might be understood that at her 
generation all the nine movable heavens 
were in most perfect conjunction.{ This 
es is one reason; but considering more sub- 
tilely and according to infallible truth, this 
number was she herself,—I speak in a 
similitude, and I mean as follows. The 
itaque magnam latere efficaciam et virtutem 
tam ad bonum quam ad malum, non modo 
splendidissimi philosophi unanimiter docent, 
sed etiam doctores Catholici."’ — Cornelii 
Agrippe De Occulta Philosophid, Liber Se- 
eundus, ec. 2, 3. 

* The perfect number is ten. 

7 Thus it appears that Beatrice died on the 
9th of June, 1290, She was a little more than 
twenty-four years old. 

¢{ Compre with this passage Ballata v., 

“To mi son pargoletta bella e nova,? 
and Sonnet xlv., 

“Da qnella luce che ’1 suo corso gira’? ; 

th, latter probably in praise of Philosophy. 
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number three is the root of nine, since, 
without any other number, multiplied by 
itself, it makes nine,—as we sce plainly 
that three times three are nine. Then, if 
three is the factor by itself of nine, and 
the Author of Miracles * by himself is 
three,—Father, Son, and Iloly Spirit, who 
are three and one,—this lady was accom- 
panied by the number nine that it might 
be understood that she was a nine, that is, 
a miracle, whose only root is the marvel- 
lous Trinity. Perhaps a more subtle 
person might discover some more subtile 
reason for this; but this is the one that 
IT see for it, and which pleases me the 
best.” 

Afier thus treating of the number nine 
in its connection with Beatrice, Dante 
goes on to say, that, when this most gentle 
lady had gone from this world, the city 
appeared widowed and despoiled of every 
dignity; whereupon he wrote to the princes 
of the earth an account of its condition, 
beginning with the words of Jeremiah 
which he quoted at the entrance of this 
new matter. The remainder of this let- 
ter he does not give, because it was in 
Latin, and in this work it was his inten- 
tion, from the beginning, to write only in 
the vulgar tongue; and such was the un- 
derstanding of the friend for whom he 
writes,—that friend being, as we may sup- 
pose, Guido Cavaleanti, whom Dante, it 
may be remembered, has already spoken 
of as the chief among his friends. Then 
succeeds a Canzone lamenting the death 
of Beatrice, which, instead of being fol- 
lowed by a verbal exposition, as is the 
case with all that have gone before, is 
preceded by one, in order that it may 
seem, as it were, desolate and like a wid- 
ow atitsend. And this arrangement is 
preserved in regard to all the remain- 
ing poems in the little volume. In this 
poem he says that the Eternal Sire call- 
ed Beatrice to himself, because he saw 
that this world was not worthy of such 
a gentle thing; and he says of his own 
life, that no tongue could tell what it has 


* The point is here lost in a translation,— 
JSactor and author being expressed in the orig- 
inal by one word, futtore. 
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been since his lady went away to heay- 
en. 

Among the sonnets ascribed to Dante 
is one which, if it be his, must have been 
written about this time, and which, al- 
though not included in the “ Vita Nuo- 
va,” seems not unworthy to find a place 
here. Its imagery, at least, connects it 
with some of the sonnets in the earlier 
portion of the book. 

“Qne day came Melancholy unto me, 
And said,‘ With thee I will awhile abide’; 
And, as it seemed, attending at her side, 
Anger and Grief did bear her company. 
“tDepart! Away!’ I cried out eagerly. 
Then like a Greek she unto me replied; 
And while she stood discoursing in her 
pride, 

I looked, and Love approaching us I see. 
“Tn cloth of black full strangely was he clad, 
A little hood he wore upon his head, 

And down his face tears flowing faust he 
had. 
“Poor little wretch! what ails thee?’ then I 
said. 
And he replied, ‘IT woful am, and sad, 
Sweet brother, for our lady who is dead.’ ” 

About this time, Dante tells us, a 
person who stood to him in friendship 
next to his first friend, and who was of 
the closest relationship to his glorious 
lady, so that we may believe it was her 
brother, came to him and prayed him 
to write something on a lady who was 
dead. Dante, believing that he meant the 
blessed Beatrice, accordingly wrote for 
him a sonnet; and then, reflecting that so 
short a poem appeared but a poor and 
bare service for one who was so nearly 
connected with her, added to it a Can- 
zone, and gave both to him. vi 

As the months passed on, his grief still 
continued fresh, and the memory of his 
lady dwelt continually with him. Tt bap- 
pened, that, “on that day which complet- 
ed a year since this lady was made one of 
the citizens of eternal life, I was seated 
in a place where, remembering her, I 
drew an Angel upon certain tablets. 
And while T was drawing it, I turned 
my eyes, and saw at my side certain men 
to whom it was becoming to do honor, 
and who were looking at what I did; 
and, as was afterward told me, they had 
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been there now some time before T per- 
ceived them. When I saw them, I rose, 
and, saluting them, said, ‘Another was 
just now with me, and on that account I 
was in thought.” When these persons had 
gone, I returned to my work, that is, to 
drawing figures of Angels; and while do- 
ing this, a thought came to me of saying 
words in rhyme, as for an anniversary 
poem for her, and of addressing them to 
those who had come to me. Then I said 
this sonnet, which has two beginnings :— 


FIRST BEGINNING, 
“Unto my mind remembering had come 
The gentle Iudy, with such pure worth 


graced, 
That by the Lord Most High she had been 
placed 


Within the heaven of peace, where Mary 
hath her home.” 
SECOND BEGINNING. 
“Unto my mind had come, indeed, in thought, 
That gentle one for whom Love's tears are 
shed, 
Just at the time when, by his power led, 
To see what I was doing you were brought. 
“Love, who within my mind did her perceive, 


Was roused awake within my wasted 
heart, 

And said unto my sighs, ‘Go forth! de- 
part!’ 

Whereon each one in grief did take its 
leave. 


“Lamenting they from out my breast did go, 
And uttering a voice that often Jed 
The grievous tears unto my saddened 
eyes. 
“But those which issued with the greatest 
woe, 
‘O noble soul, they in departing said, 
‘To-day makes up the yeur since thou to 
heaven didst rise.’ ” 


The preceding passage is one of the 
many in the “ Vita Nuova”- which are 
of peculiar interest, as illustrating the 
personal tastes of Dante, and the com- 
mon modes of his life. “ I was drawing,” 
he says, “the figure of an Angel”; and 
this statement is the more noticeable, 
because Giotto, the man who set paint- 
ing on its modern course, was not yet 
old enough to have exercised any in- 
fluence upon Dante.* The friendship 

* In this year, 1291, Giotto was but fifteen 
years old, and probably a student with Cima- 
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which afterwards existed between them 
had its beginning at a later period. At 
this time Cimabue still held the field. He 
often painted angels around the figures 
of the Virgin and her Child; and in his 
most famous picture, in the Church of 
Sta. Maria Novella, there are certain 
angels of which Vasari says, with truth, 
that, though painted in the Greek man- 
ner, they show an approach toward the 
modern style of drawing. ‘These angels 
may well have seemed beautiful to eyes 
accustomed to the hard unnaturalness of 
earlier works. The love of Art pervaded 
Florence, and a nature so sensitive and 
so sympathetic as Dante’s could not but 
partake of it in the fullest measure. Art 
was then no adjunct of sentimentalism, no 
encourager of idleness. It was connect- 
ed with all that was most serious and all 
that was most delightful in life. It is difli- 
cult, indeed, to realize the delight which 
it gave, and the earnestness with which 
it was followed at this period, when it 
seemed, as by a miracle, to fling off the 
winding-sheet which had long wrapped 
its stiffened limbs, and to come forth 
with new and unexampled life. 

The strength and the intelligence of 
Dante’s love of Art are shown in many 
beautiful passages and allusions in the 
“Divina Commedia.” There was some- 
thing of universality, not only in his im- 
agination, but also in his acquisitions. 
Of the sources of learning which were 
then open, there was not one which he 
had not visited; of the fountains of in- 
spiration, not one out of which he had 
not drunk. All the arts—poetry, paint- 
ing, sculpture, and music — were alike 


bue. Benvenuto da Imola, who lectured pub- 
licly at Bologna on the Divina Commedia in 
the year 1378, reports, that, while Giotto, still 
a young man, was painting at Padua, Dante 
visited him. And Vasari says, that it was a 
tradition, that Giotto had painted, in a chapel 
at Naples, scenes out of the Apocalypse, from 
designs furnished him by the poet. If we may 
believe another tradition, which there seems 
indeed little reason to doubt, Giotto went to 
Ravemma during the last years of Dante's life, 
that he might spend there some time in com- 
pany with his exiled friend. 
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dear to him. His Canzoni were written 
to be sung; and one of the most charm- 
ing scenes in the great poem is that in 
which is described his meeting with his 
friend Casella, the musician, who sang 
to him one of his own Canzoni so sweet- 
ly, that “the sweetness still within me 
sounds.” * 

“Dante took great delight in music, 
and was an excellent draughtsman,” says 
Aretino, his second biographer; and Boc- 
caccio reports, that in his youth he took 
great pleasure in music, and was_ the 
friend of all the best musicians and 
singers of his time. There is, perhaps, 
in the whole range of literature, no no- 
bler homage to Art than that which is 
contained in the tenth and twelfth cantos 
of the “ Purgatory,” in which Dante rep- 
resents the Creator himself’ as using its 
means to impress the lessons of truth 
upon those whose souls were being pu- 
rified for the final attainment of heaven. 
The passages are too long for extract, and 
though their wonderful beauty tempts us 
to linger over them, we must return to 
the course of the story of Dante's life as 
it appears in the concluding pages of the 
“ New Life.” 

Many months had passed since Bea- 
trice’s death, when Dante happened to 
be in a place which recalled the past 
time to him, and filled him with grief. 
While standing here, he raised his eyes 
and saw a young and beautiful lady look- 
ing out from a window compassionately 
upon his sad aspect. The tenderness of 
her look touched his heart and moved 
his tears. Many times afterwards he saw 
her, and her face was always full of com- 
passion, and pale, so that it reminded 
him of the look of his own most noble 
lady. But at length his eyes began to 


* This Canzone, to the exposition of which 
the third Trattato of the Convrito is devoted, 
has been inimitably translated by the Rever- 
end Charles T. Brooks. We believe it to be 
the happiest version of one of Dante’s minor 
poems that exists in our language,—and ey- 
ery student of the poet will recognize the suc- 
cess with which very great difficulties have 
been overcome. It appeared in the Crayon, 
for February, 1858. 
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delight too much in seeing her; wherefore 
he often cursed their vanity, and esteem- 
ed himself as vile, and there was a hard 
battle within himself between the remem- 
brance of his lady and the new desire of 
his eyes. 

At length, he says, “The sight of this 
lady brought me into so new a condition, 
that I often thought of her as of one who 
pleased me exceedingly,—and I thought 
of her thus: ‘ This is a gentle, beautiful, 
young, and discreet lady, and she has 
perhaps appeared by will of Love, in or- 
der that my life may find repose.’ And 
often I thought more amorously, so that 
my heart consented in it, that is, ap- 
proved my reasoning. And after it had 
thus consented, I, moved as if by reason, 
reflected, and said to myself, ‘Ah, what 
thought is this that in so vile a way secks 
to console me, and leaves me scarcely any 
other thought?’ Then another thought 
rose wp and said, ‘ Now that thou hast 
been in so great tribulation of Love, why 
wilt thou not withdraw thyself from such 
bitterness ? Thou seest that this is an in- 
spiration that sets the desires of Love be- 
fore thee, and proceeds from a place no 
less gentle than the eyes of the lady who 
has shown herself so pitiful toward thee.’ 
Wherefore, I, having often thus combat- 
ed with myself, wished to say some words 
of it. And as, in this battle of thoughts, 
those which spoke for her won the vic- 
tory, it seemed to me becoming to ad- 
dress her, and I said this sonnet, which 
begins, ‘A gentle thought’; and I called 
it gentle because I was speaking to a gen- 
tle lady,—but otherwise it was most vile. 


“A gentle thought that of you holds dis- 
course 

Cometh now frequently with me to dwell, 

And in so sweet a way of Love doth tell, 
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“« His very life and all his power doth move 
Forth from the sweet compassionating 
eyes 
Of her so grieved by our sufferings.’ 

“ One day, about the ninth hour, there 
arose within me a strong imagination op- 
posed to this adversary of reason. For 
T seemed to see the glorified Beatrice m 
that crimson garment in which she had 
first appeared to my eyes, and she seemed 
to me young, of the same age as when I 
first saw her. Then I began to think of 
her, and, calling to mind the past time in 
its order, my heart began to repent. bit- 
terly of the desire by which it had so 
vilely allowed itself for some days to be 
possessed, contrary to the constancy of 
reason. And this so wicked desire be- 
ing expelled, all my thoughts returned to 
their most gentle Beatrice, and I say that 
thenceforth I began to think of her with 
my heart possessed utterly by shame, so 
that it was often manifested by my sighs; 
for almost all of them, as they went forth, 
told what was discoursed of in my heart, 
—the name of that gentlest one, and 
how she had gone from us... . . And I 
wished that my wicked desire and vain 
temptation might be known to be at an 
end; and that the rhymed words which 
I had before written might induce no 
doubt, I proposed to make a sonnet in 
which I would include what I have now 
told.” 

With this sonnet Dante ends the story 
in the “ Vita Nuova” of the wandering 
of his eyes, and the short faithlessness of 
his heart; but it is retold with some ad- 
ditions in the “Conyito” or “ Banquet,” 
a work written many years afterward ; 
and in this later version there are some 
details which serve to fill out and illus- 
trate the earlier narrative.* The same 
tender and refined feeling which inspires 


bee 
e soul says to the 


omfort to our mind ? 
» potent kind, 
he maketh to de- 


sart to her replies, 
resh from Love, 
before me brings; 


* The differences in the two accounts of 
this period of Dante’s experience, and the 
view of Beatrice presented in the Convita, 
suggest curious and interesting questions, the 
solution of which has been obscured by the 
dulness of commentators. We must, howev- 
er, leave the discussion of these points till 
some other opportunity. 


all &¢Who, then, is this,’ tl 


heart, 

‘Who cometh to bring « 
And is his virtue of s 
That other thoughts 

part?’ 
*¢Q saddened soul,’ the k 

‘This is a little spirit 
Whose own desires h 
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the passages in which the poet recalls his 
youthful days and the memory of Bea- 
trice in this work of his sorrowful man- 
hood. In the midst of its serious and phil- 
osophic discourse this little story winds in 
and out its thread of personal recollec- 
tion and of sweet romantic sentiment. 
It affords new insight into the recesses 
of Dante's heart, and exhibits the per- 
manence of the gracious qualities of his 
youth. 

Its opening sentence is full of the im- 
agery of love. ** Since the death of that 
blessed Beatrice who lives in heaven 
with the angels, and on earth with my 
soul, the star of Venus had twice shone 
in the different seasons, as the star of 
morning and of evening, when that gentle 
lady, of whom I have made meution near 
the close of the * New Life,” first ap- 
peared before my eyes accompanied by 
Love, and gained some place in my mind. 

... And before this love could be- 
some perfect, there arose a great battle 
between the thought that sprang from it 
and that which was opposed to it, and 
which still held the fortress of my mind 
for the glorified Beatrice.” * 

And so hard was this struggle, and so 
painful, that Dante took refuge from it in 
the vomposition of a poem addressed to 
the Angelic Intelligences who move the 
third heaven, that is, the heaven of Ve- 
nus; and it is to the exposition of the 
true meaning of this Canzone that the 
second book or treatise of the “ Conyito” 
is directed. In one of the later chapters 
he says, (and the passage is a most strik- 
ing one, from its own declaration, as well 
as from its relation to the vision of the 
“ Divina Commedia,” )—* The life of my 
heart was wont to be a sweet and delight- 
ful thought, which often went to the feet 
of the Lord of those to whom I speak, 
that is, to God,—tor, thinking, I contem- 
plated the kingdom of the Blessed. And 
1 tell [in my poem] the final cause of my 
mounting thither in thought, when T say, 
‘There I beheld a lady in glory’; [and I 
say this] in order that it may be under- 
stood that [ was certain, and am certain, 


* Convito, Tratt. ii. ¢. 3. 
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through her gracious revelation, that she 
was in heaven, whither I in my thought 
oftentimes went—as it were, seized up. 
And this made me desirous of death, that 
I might go there where she was.”* Fol- 
lowing upon the chapter in which this 
remarkable passage occurs is one which 
is chiefly occupied with a digression upon 
the immortality of the soul,—and with 
discourse upon this matter, says Dante, 
* it will be beautiful to finish speaking of 
that living and blessed Beatrice, of whom 
I intend to say no more in this book. . . 
... And I believe and affirm and am 
certain that I shall pass after this to an- 
other and better life, in which that glori- 
ous lady lives of whom my soul was en- 
amored.” f 

But it is not from the “ Convito” alone 
that this portion of the “ Vita Nuova” 
receives illustration. In that passage of 
the “Purgatory” in which Beatrice is 
described as appearing in person to her 
lover the first time since her death, she 
addresses him in words of stern rebuke 
of his fickleness and his infidelity to her 
memory. The whole scene is, perhaps, 
unsurpassed in imaginative reality; the 
vision appears to have an actual exist- 
ence, and the poet himself is subdued by 
the power of his own imagination. He 
tells the words of Beatrice with the same 
feeling with which he would have repeat- 
ed them, had they fallen on his mortal 
ear. His grief and shame are real, and 
there is no element of feigning in them. 
That in truth he had seemed to himself 
to listen to and to behold what he tells, it 
is scarcely possible to doubt. Beatrice 


says,— 


“ Some while at heart my presence kept him 
sound ; 
My girlish eves to his observance lending, 
T led him with me on the right way bound. 
When of my second age the steps ascend- 
ing, 
I bore my life into another sphere, 
Then stole he from me, after others bend- 
ing. 
When I arose from flesh to spirit clear, 


* Convito, Tratt. ii. c. 8 
f Id. c. 9. 
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When beauty, worthiness, upon me grew, 
I was to him less pleasing aud less dear.’? * 


But although Beatrice only gives ut- 
terance to the sclireproaches of Dante, 
we have seen already how fully he had 
atoned for this first and transient unfaith- 
fulness of his heart. The remainder of 
the “ Vita Nuova” shows how little she 
had lost of her power over him, how 
reverently he honored her memory, how 
constant was his love of her whom he 
should see never again with his earthly 
eyes. Returning to the * New Life,’— 

“ After this tribulation,” he says, “ at 
that time when many people were going 
to see the blessed image which Jesus 
Christ left to us as the likeness of his 
most beautiful countenance, + which my 
lady now beholds in glory, it happened 
that certain pilgrims passed through a 
street which is almost in the middle of 
that city where the gentlest lady was 
born, lived, and died—and they went 
along, as it seemed to me, very pensive. 
And thinking about them, I said to my- 
self, ‘These appear to me to be pilgrims 
from a far-ol! region, and I do not believe 
that they have even heard speak of this 
lady, and they know nothing of her; their 


* Purgatory, ¢. XXX. VV. 118-126. — Cay- 
LeY’s Transhition. 

ft The most precious relic at Rome, and the 
one which chietly attracted pilgrims, during a 
long period of the Middle Ages, was the Ve- 
ronica, or representation of the Saviour'’s face, 
supposed to have been miraculously impressed 
upon the handkerchief with which he wiped 
his face on his way to Calvary. It was pre- 
served at St. Peter's and shown only on special 
occasions. Compare with this passage the 
lines in the Paradiso, ¢. xxxi. 103-8 :— 


“ As one that haply from Croatia came 
To see our Veronica, and no whit 
Could be contented with its olden fume, 
Who in his heart saith, when they're 
showing it, 
£O Jesu Clirist! O very Lord God mine! 
Does truly this thy feature counterfeit 2?" 
CAYLEY. 
G. Villani says, that in 1300, the year of 
jubilee, for the consolation of Christian  pil- 
grims, the Veronien was shown in St. Peter's 
every Friday, and on other solemn festivals.” 


viii. 36. 
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thoughts are rather of other things than 
of her; for, perhaps, they are thinking 
of their distant friends, whom we do not 
know.’ Then I said to myself, ‘1 know, 
that, if these persons were from a neigh- 
boring country, they would show some 
sign of trouble as they pass through the 
midst of this grieving city.” Then again 
T said, *If 1 could hold them awhile, I 
would indeed make them weep before 
they went out from this city ; for I would 
say words to them which would make 
whoever should hear them weep.’ ‘Then, 
when they had passed out of sight, I pro- 
posed to make a sonnet in which I would 
set forth that which IT had said to myself; 
and in order that it might appear more 
pity-noving, I proposed to say it as if I 
had spoken to them, and I said this son- 
net, which begins, *O pilgrinis.’ 

“T called them pilyrims in the wide 
sense of that word; for pilgrims may be 
understood in two ways,—one wide, and 
one narrow. In the wide, whoever is out 
of his own country is so fara pilgrim; in 
the narrow use, by pilgrim is meant he 
only who goes to or returns from the 
house of St. James.* Moreover, it is to 
be known that those who travel in the 
service of the Most High are called by 
three distinct terms. ‘Those who go be- 
yond the sea, whence often they bring 
back the palm, are called palmers. Those 
who go to the house of Galicia are called 
pilgrims, because the burial-place of St. 
James was more distant from his country 
than that of any other of the Apostles. 
And those are called romei who go to 
Rome, where these whom I call pilgrims 
were going. 

* The shrine of St. James, at Compostella, 
(contracted from Giacomo Apostolo,) in Gali- 
cia, was a great resort of pilgrims during the 
Middle Ages,—and Santiago, the military pa- 
tron of Spain, was one of the most popular 
suints of Christendom. Chaucer says, the 
Wif of Bathe 


“Had passed many a straunge streem; 
At Rome sche hadde ben, and at Boloyne, 
In Galice at Seynt Jame, and at Coloyne.’” 


And Shakspeare, in Al's Well that Ends 
Well, makes Helena represent herself as “ St. 
Jacques’s pilgrim.” 
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“@Q pilgrims, who in pensive mood move 
slow, 
Thinking perchance of those who absent 
are, 
Say, do ye come from land away so far 
As your appearance seems to us to show ? 
“For ye weep not, the while ye forward go 
Along the middle of the mourning town, 
Seeming as persons who have nothing 
known 
Concerning the sad burden of her woe. 
“Tf, through your will to hear, your steps ye 
stay, 
Truly my sighing heart declares to me 
That ye shall afterwards depart in tears. 
“For she * her Beatrice hath lost: and ye 
Shall know, the words that man of her 
may say 
Have power to make weep whoever 
hears.” 


Some time after this sonnet was writ- 
ten, two ladies sent to Dante, asking him 
for some of his rhymes. That he might 
honor their request, he wrote a new son- 
net and sent it to them with two that he 
had previously composed. In his new 
sonnet, he told how his thought mounted 
to heaven, as a pilgrim, and beheld his 
lady im such condition of glory as could 
not be comprehended by his intellect ; for 
our intellect, in regard to the souls of the 
blessed, is as weak as our eyes are to the 
sun. But though he could not clearly 
see where his thought led him, at least 
he understood that his thought told of his 
lady in glory. 

“Beyond the sphere that widest orbit hath 
Passeth the sigh that issues from my 
heart, 
While weeping Love doth unto him im- 
part 
Intelligence which leads him on his path. 
“When at the wished-for place his flight he 
stays, 
A lady he beholds, in honor dight, 
And shining so, that, through her splendid 
light, 
The pilgrim spirit wpon her doth gaze. 
“We sees her such that his reporting words 
T understand not, for he speaketh low 
And strange to the sad heart which makes 
him tell; 
“He speaketh of that gentle one, I know, 
Since oft he Beatrice’s name records; 
So, ladies dear, I understand him well.’’ 
This was the last of the poems which 


* The city. 
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Dante composed in immediate honor and 
memory of Beatrice, and is the last of 
those which he inserted in the “ Vita 
Nuova.” It was not that his love grew 
cold, or that her image became faint in 
his remembrance; but, as he tells us in 
a few concluding and memorable words, 
from this tame forward he devoted him- 
self to preparation for a work in which 
the earthly Beatrice should have less 
part, while the heavenly and_ blessed 
spirit of her whom he had loved should 
receive more becoming honors. ‘The loy- 
er’s grief was to find no more expression ; 
the lamentations for the loss which could 
never be made good to him were to cease ; 
the exhibition of a personal sorrow was 
at an end. Love and grief, in their dou- 
ble ministry, had refined, enlarged, and 
exalted his spirit to the conception of a 
design unparalleled in its nature, and of 
which no intellectual genius, unpurged 
by suffering, and unpenctrated in its 
deepest recesses by the spiritualizing 
heats of emotion, would have been ca- 
pable of conceiving. Moreover, as time 
wore on, its natural result was gradually 
to withdraw the poet from the influence 
of temporary excitements of feeling, re- 
sulting from his experience of love and 
death, and to bring him to the contem- 
plation of life as affected hy the presence 
and the memory of Beatrice in its eternal 
He tells us in 
the “ Convito,” that, “after some time, 
my mind, which neither such consolation 
as I could give it, nor that offered to it 
by others, availed to comfort, determined 
to turn to that method by which others 
in grief had consoled themselves. And 
T set myself to read that book, but little 
known, of Boethius, in which in prison 
and exile he had consoled himself. And 
hearing, likewise, that Tully had written 
a book, in which, treating of friendship, 
he had offered some words of comfort to 
Lelius, a most excellent man, on the 
death of Scipio, his friend, I read _ this 
also. And although at first it was hard 
for me to enter into their meaning, I at 
length entered into it so fur as my knowl- 
edge of language, and such little capaci- 


and universal relations. 
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ty as I had, enabled me; by means of 
which capacity, I had already, like one 
dreaming, seen many things, as may be 
seen in the * New Life.’ 
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Crawl and wriggle and foam with rage, 
Through dusk tradition and ballad age. 

So from the childhood of Newbury town 
And its time of fable the tale comes down 
Of a terror which haunted bush and brake, 
The Amphisbeena, the Double Snake ! 


Thou who makest the tale thy mirth, 

Consider that strip of Christian earth 

On the desolate shore of a sailless sea, 

Full of terror and mystery, 

Hlalf-redeemed from the evil hold 

Of the wood so dreary and dark and old, 

Which drank with its lips of leaves the dew 
When Time was young and the world was new, 
And wove its shadows with sun and moon 

Ere the stones of Cheops were squared and hewn ; 
Think of the sea’s dread monotone, 

Of the mournful wail from the pine-wood blown, 
Of the strange, vast splendors that lit the North, 
OF the troubled throes of the quaking earth, 
And the dismal tales the Indian told, 

Till the settler’s heart at his hearth grew cold, 
And he shrank from the tawny wizard’s boasts, 
And the hovering shadows seemed full of ghosts, 
And above, below, and on every side, 

The fear of his creed seemed verified ;— 

And think, if his lot were now thine own, 

To grope with terrors nor named nor known, 
Tow laxer muscle and weaker nerve 

And a feebler faith thy need might serve; 

And own to thyself’ the wonder more 

That the snake had two heads and not a score ! 


Whether he lurked in the Oldtown fen, 

Or the gray earth-flax of the Devil's Den, 
Or swam in the wooded Artichoke, 

Or coiled by the Northman’s Written Rock, 
Nothing on record is left to show ; 

Only the fact that he lived, we know, 

And left the cast of a “ double head ” 

In the sealy mask which he yearly shed. 
For he carried a head where his tail should be, 
And the two, of course, could never agree, 
But wriggled about with main and might, 
Now to the left and now to the right ; 
Pulling and twisting this way and that, 
Neither knew what the other was at. 


A snake with two heads, lurking so near !— 
Judge of the wonder, guess at the fear! 
Think what ancient gossips might say, 


1859.] 


The Double-Headed Snake of Newbury. 


Shaking their heads in their dreary way, 
Between the meetings on Sabbath-day ! 
How urchins, searching at day’s decline 
The Common Pasture for sheep or kine, 
The terrible double-ganger heard 

In leafy rustle or whirr of bird ! 

Think what a zest it gave to the sport 

In berry-time of the younger sort, 

As over pastures blackberry-twined 
Reuben and Dorothy lagged behind, 

‘And closer and closer, for fear of harm, 
The maiden clung to her lover's arm; 

And how the spark, who was forced to stay, 
By his sweetheart’s fears, till the break of day, 
Thanked the snake for the fond delay ! 


Far and wide the tale was told, 

Like a snowball growing while it rolled. 

The nurse hushed with it the baby’s ery ; 
And it served, in the worthy minister’s eye, 
To paint the primitive Serpent by. 

Cotton Mather came posting down 

All the way to Newbury town, 

With his eyes agog and his ears set wide, 
And his marvellous inkhorn at his side ; 
Stirring the while in the shallow pool 

Of his brains for the lore he learned at school, 
To garnish the story, with here a streak 

Of Latin, and there another of Greek: 

And the tales he heard and the notes he took, 
Behold ! are they not in his Wonder-Book ? 


Stories, like dragons, are hard to kill. 

If the snake does not, the tale runs still 

In Byfield Meadows, on Pipestone Hill. 
And still, whenever husband and wife 
Publish the shame of their daily strife, 
And, with mad cross-purpose, tug and strain 
At either end of the marriage-chain, 

The gossips say, with a knowing shake 


Of their gray heads, “ Look at the Double Snake! 


One in body and two in will, 
The Amphisbeena is living still!” 
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A PLEA FOR THE FIJIANS; 


OR, CAN NOTHING BE SAID IN FAVOR OF ROASTING ONE'S EQUALS? 


Tr is with a feeling of no mean satis- 
faction, that, in this year of 1859, the 
philosopher can calmly propose the in- 
vestigation of a subject, the mere men- 
tion of which would have created univer- 
sal disgust, and even horror, at. a period 
not long past. Thanks to the progress 
of liberal ideas and sound criticism, we 
are able, in the middle of the ever-mem- 
orable Nineteenth Century, serencly to 
examine anew those questions which for 
entire centuries stolid prejudice and nar- 
row dogmatism considered settled, and 
adjudicated in the Tigh Court of Mu- 
manity for all times to come. However 
signal the progress of our age may be in 
the useful arts and in esthetics, especially 
in upholstery, in chemistry, in the gov- 
ernment of large cities, and in the purity 
of commerce, in pottery, pills, and poe- 
try, and in the dignity of polities, noth- 
ing, we may venture to say, will so dis- 
tinctly and so broadly characterize the 
period in which we happily live, when 
the future historian shall sweep with his 
star-secker over the past, as the joyful 
fact, that we, above all others, have di- 
vested ourselves of long-cherished errors, 
hugged by our forefathers as truths full 
of life and vigor, and have, indeed, so 
to speak, founded a Novum Organon in 
fact and reality, while the great Bacon 
proposed one in mind and theory. To 
our enlightened age it was reserved to 
return to polygamy, after nearly three 
thousand drageing years of dull adhesion 
of our race to tiresome monogamy, leaping 
back by one bound over the whole Euro- 
pean Past into ancient and respectable 
Asia. [x Oriente lux ; ex Oriente gaudia 
seraglii! Tt isin our blessed epoch that 
atheism, by some, and pantheism, by oth- 
ers, are boldly taught and vindicated, as 
once they were by Greeks or Orientals, 
and with an earnestness and enthusiasm 
very different from the sneer with which 


Eneyclopedists of Voltaire’s time attacked 
Christianity and Deism. To prove, how- 
ever, the magnificent many-sidedness of 
our noble times, it is we that have re- 
turned once more to pictures of the Vir- 
gin Mary with winking and with weep- 
ing eyes, or to her apparitions talking 
patois, as that of La Valette, and to a 
hundred things in the Church, cautiously 
passed over sub silentio in the last cen- 
tury, but now joyously proclaimed and 
sustained with defiant erudition by Eng- 
lish and German doctores graves, and by 
the Parisian “ Univers,” which, openly 
rejoicing in the English blood spilt by 
the Sepoys,— for it is but Protestant 
blood, and that of hateful freemen,—her- 
alds the second or third advent of univer- 
sal love and Papacy. It is in our age 
that representative, and indeed all insti- 
tutional government, for the first time, is 
called effete parliamentarism, a theatri- 
cal delusion, for which, according to the 
requirements of advanced civilization, 
the beneficent, harmonious, and ever- 
glorious Cesarism, pur et simple, must 
be substituted, as it was once sublimely 
exhibited in the attractive Cesars of 
Rome, those favorites of History and 
very pets of Clio. In the time of Ti- 
berius, as President Troplong beautifully 
and officially expressed it, “ Democracy at 
last seated herself on the imperial throne, 
embodied in the Ceesars,”—those worship- 
ful incarnations of democracy, brought 
to our view in the tableaux of Suetonius 
and by the accounts of Tacitus. We 
have at last returned to Casarism, or 
Asiatic absolutism, improved by modern 
light, and making the emperor a Second 
Providence, opening and shutting the 
mouths of the universal-suffrage people, 
for words or bread, as imperial divinity 
finds best. This is the progress of our 
age in Europe, while we, in this hemi- 
sphere, have taken, for the first time in 
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history, a rational view of party strife, 
and with unclouded intelligence main- 
tain that judges and presidents are, and 
ought to be, party exponents, doing away 
with those once romantic, but certainly 
superannuated ideas of Country, Justice, 
Truth, and Patriotism. All real prog- 
ress tends toward simplification ; and how 
simple are the idea of party and the 
associations clustering around this sacred 
word, compared with the confusing and 
embarrassing unreality of those ideas 
and juvenile feelings we have mention- 
ed last! ’ 

But we have not done yet with the 
glory of our age. It is this, the decen- 
nium we are soon going to close, that 
has risen to that enviable eminence 
whence slavery is declared a precious 
good of itself, a hallowed agent of ciy- 
ilization, an indispensable element of 
conservatism, and a foundation of true 
socialism. From this lofty eminence the 
seer-statesman—rising far above the phil- 
osophical sagacity displayed by Aristotle 
and Varro, when they discussed the sa- 
ered topic—proclaims that Capital ought 
to own, and has a divine right to own, 
and always more or less does own, La- 
bor; and that, since Labor constitutes 
the whole humanity of the laboring man, 
it clearly follows that he himself must 
be owned, if his labor be owned. Would 
you own the bird without its cage ? Gen- 
erous gospel of the rich! Blessed are 
the wealthy ! ; 

It is the destiny of the middle of the 
nineteenth century—well may we be for- 
given, if we pronounce it with some pride 
—unhesitatingly to defend the African 
slave-trade, and to smile at what sickly 
philanthropists used to consider the un- 
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Adams, Lowndes,— puny names! short- 
sighted men! By the African slave-trade, 
creatures that are hardly deserving the 
name of men, on account of organic, in- 
tellectual, and moral ineapacity, are forci- 
bly carried into the regions of Christian 
religion and civilization, there to become 
civilized in spite of their unfitness for 
civilization. The mariners, usually oc- 
cupied in risking life or health merely 
for the sake of base traffic and filthy lu- 
cre, are suddenly transformed into min- 
istering agents of civilization and relig- 
ion. It gives a priestly character to the 
captain of a slave-ship,—to him that is 
willing to break the laws of his country, 
even daring the gallows, for the benefit 
of the sable brother, and of his law-abid- 
ing conservative society. Tow different 
from those dark times when the poet 
could say,—Homo ignoto homini lupus 
est! The missionary only endeavors to 
earry the Church to Africa; the slave- 
trader carries Africa to the Church, to 
civilization, and to the auction-table. 
There are but two more returns to truth 
and justice necessary, — the Inquisition 
and the Witch-Trials. These restored, 
we may safely congratulate ourselves on 
having regained the ground on which 
our race stood before the Reformation, 
that untoward event, whence all the mis- 
chief dates that has befallen man in the 
shape of human rights, liberty, and other 
deplorable things, as lately a grave writ- 
er—not a Catholic, nor a Jew either— 
gravely assured us. Gentle readers, let 
us not be impatient. Progress has been 
of late so rapid, that many of you, it is 
to be hoped, will yet have an opportunity 
of hailing the return of those two noble 
institutions, pro majore gloria Dei, for 
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humble opinion, ought not to remain 
wholly beyond the limits of a candid, lib- 
eral, and unprejudiced examination,—we 
mean the important question, Whether 
the choicest of all substances, the most 
delicate of all muscular texture, that 
substance of which kings, philosophers, 
policemen, and supporters of crinoline 
are fashioned by the plastic hand of 
Nature, ought forever to be excluded 
from the reproductive process of wast- 
ed energy and proportionably consumed 
neryous and cerebral Reader, 
do not shrink; grant us a patient ear. 
You do not know how rapidly you 
may change your own opinion and feel- 
ings. Do you not remember with what 
awe we first read in the * Almanach des 
Gourmands,” that a certain sauce pi- 
quante was so fine that with it a man 
would eat his own mother? This was only 
twenty years ago; yet all of us, now, are 
helping a high-bred gentleman, trading, 
on a gigantic seale, in the bones of his 
great ancestor. What sublimity of ped- 
dling ! 

To those who say, It is unnatural to 
eat our friends, we would answer, that it 
is the office of civilization to remove us 
farther and farther from Nature. Ana- 
lyze the present magnitade called Lady, 
and you can arithmetically state it, how 
little of it is nature-woman, and how 
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much is hoop-civilization. To those, again, 
who object, that it is too primitive, we 
would reply, that the highest civilization 
is always a return to Nature, which is 
likewise exemplified by many of ovr la- 
dies in the ball-room,—we mean by their 
upper portion. 

But revenons nos moutons. The Rev. 
Messrs. Williams and Calvert, mission- 
aries, for many long years, among the 
Fijians, state, in their recently published 
work, that those unsophisticated children 
ot Nature eat “ long piy,”—as they call, 
with graceful humor, roast-man, in con- 
tradistinction to “ short-pig,” by which 
they designate our squealing fellow-roast- 
ers, —from three different motives. — 
When a chief has a wala-day, or desires to 
signal his arrival by a right royal feast, 
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it is considered befitting to slaughter some 
men, to let the blood run in the path of 
royalty, and to have on the table some 
roast-homme. Our Captain Wilkins told 
us, years avo, that, for this roast-homme, 
a plump Fijiana, of some twelve or thir- 
teen years, is preferred. They know 
very well what is good !—The second 
motive is hatred. When a Fijian mor- 
tally hates a person, he endeavors to 
kill him; and having killed the enemy, 
why should the victim not be eaten ?— 
Lastly, it would seem that affectionate re- 
gard, especially for a favorite wife, some- 
times rises to a mordant passion and an 
unconquerable longing for material assim- 
ilation,—so much so, that the loving hus- 
band roasts his Penelope, and neighbors 
are invited to participate in his better 
fourth or filth, as the polygamie case may 
be. Perhaps, years after, when with less 
demonstrative nations the memory of the 
beloved one would have passed away, 
the Fijian Fidelio may smack his lips, 
and exclaim, with Petrarch’s fervor,— 
“ Perché Morte fura 

Prima i migliori, ¢ lascia star i rei: 

Questa aspettata al regno degli Dei 

Cosa bellu mortal passa e non dura." 

Now we are very anxious not to be 
misunderstood by our readers. In writ- 
ing this paper, we do not mean to urge 
the reintroduction of Cannibalism among 
us at once. The public mind may not 
yet be ripe for it; but we desire to assist 
in placing the subject in its proper light, 
and in showing that an enlightened im- 
partiality can find very much in defence 
of the Fijians,—more, indeed, than the 
Rev. Mr. Froude has been able to ac- 
eumulate in favor of his wife-devouring 


hero,—or than Mr. Spratt can say in fa- 
vor of humanization in general, and the 
breaking-up of the Union in particular, by 
the reopening of the African slave-trade, 
—or than our venerable chief-justice has 
contrived to say in favor of veintrodue- 
ing slavery in conquered territory, where 
positive law had abolished or excluded 
it, by the abstract Constitution itself, pro- 
prio vigore, (not quite unlike a wagoner, 
it seems to us, that carries the soil of dis- 
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tant parts, ips@ adhesione, as it sticks 
to his boots, into the tavern-room,) with- 
out special law, which even the ancient 
civilians very stupidly declared to be ne- 
cessary. First, you will remember, it was 
passionately maintained that the Consti- 
tution of the United States does not 
know the Common Law; and now it is 
insisted that Common Law (so far as 
slavery is concerned) is as inherent in 
the Constitution as the black pigment is 
in the negro. You cannot wash it out; 
it inheres physiologically in the Constitu- 
tion. I tell you, reader, we are fast peo- 
ple indeed; we travel fast in our opin- 
ions, with now and then a somerset for 
the delectation of the philosopher. 

Let us sit down, and have a philosoph- 
ical conversation; above all, let us dis- 
card sentiment, feeling,—what you call 
heart, and all that sort of thing. You 
know how much mischief’ Las Casas has 
done by allowing his feelings to interfere 
when the Spaniards roasted Indians, from 
what he chose to call diabolical lust of 
gold, and sheer, abstract cruelty. Poor 
Bishop! He belonged to the softs. Let 
us be philosophers, economists, and, above 
all, Constitutionalists. Some philosophers, 
indeed, have said that all idea of Right 
and Wrong, and the idea that there is 
a difference between the two, must needs, 
first of all, start from sentiment; but leave, 
T implore you, such philosophic fogyism 
behind you. 

First, then, as to the principle of Right. 
Tt is a fact, that most tribes and races, 
probably all nations in their earliest days, 
have killed old and useless parents, and 
have eaten enemies, once slain,—perhaps 
friends, too. Some nations carried the 
eating of human flesh far down into their 
civilized periods and into recent times. 
The Spaniards found the civilized Az- 
tecs enjoying their petits soupers of babes 
ala Tartare, or gorgeous dinners on fat- 
tened heroes aux truffes. Have you for- 
gotten that from that fine Introduction to 
Prescott’s “ Conquest of Mexico” a fla- 
vor of roast “long pig” steams into our 
nostrils as from a royal kitchen ? Eating 
our equals, therefore, is sound Common 
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Law of all mankind, even more so than 
slavery, for it exists before slavery can 
be introduced. Slavery is introduced 
when the prisoner of war may be made 
to work,—when the tilling of the soil has 
commenced ; though then not always; for 
we now know that slavery was introduced 
among the Greeks at a comparatively 
late period: but killing parents and eat- 
ing enemies exists in the hunter's state, 
and at those periods when people find 
it hard work to obtain food, each one for 
himself, to keep even a starved bedy and 
a little bit of soul together. Chewing our 
neighbor is even better, for it is older 
Common Law, than the universal buying 
of a wile and consequent selling of daugh- 
ters which exists even now over far the 
greater portion of the globe. We take 
it that our species began with cating 
itself without paying for the fare. Par- 
taking of our neighbor precedes all lex 
seripta, all statute law, all constitutions. 
As to ourselves in particular, whose law 
is the English law, we know that the 
Druids sacrificed hunian beings to their 
gods; and every one knows full well, that 
man, when in gastronomic contact with 
the gods, always appropriates the most 
savory morsels and the largest portions 
of the sacrifice to himself, leaving to the 
ethereal taste of Jove or Tezcatlipoca 
the smell of some burnt bones or inwards. 
Yet there is no law on record abolishing 
human sacrifices. We know, indeed, that 
some Teutonic tribes, when they adopted 
Christianity, positively prohibited the eat- 
ing of horse-flesh, but no law ever for- 
bade to honor our fathers and mothers 
by making them parts of our feasts; so 
that no lawyer of the true sort will deny, 
that, to this day, the right of sacrificing 
fellow-men, and the reasonable concomi- 
tant of eating the better portion of the 
sacrifice, still exists. Greeks and Ro- 
mans have sacrificed men; why should 
not we ? That men have their individual 
rights is no valid objection. Rights de- 
pend exclusively upon the law; and the 
law, we have shown, does not grant equal 
rights (at least, not equal destinations) to 
the Eater and the Eatee ; for it seems to 


546 


be one thing to eat, and another to be 
eaten. It was a very silly maxim of the 
ancient Civil Law, That the law, the reg- 
ula, is derived from the right (jus), not 
the jus from the law. Has not a Su- 
preme Court in one of our States lately 
denied to a negro even the right to 
choose between liberty and slavery,— 
the choice being left to him by his de- 
ceased master, — because the creature 
(which, when doing wrong, is responsi- 
ble and has a will imputed to him) has 
no will to choose, because it cannot have 
any, says the Supreme Court of that 
State ? 

However, it will doubtless be objected 
by some, that it is simply disgusting to 
eat our fellow-creatures of the same spe- 
cies,—that it is unnatural and against our 
religion—and that so remarkable a di- 
versity of taste can be explained only on 
the ground of our belonging to different 
races. We do not believe that the Fi- 
jians belong to a different race. Fijian, 
or Fijician, results, by a slight change of 
letters, from the word Phoenician; and 
there can be no doubt that the Fijians 
are descendants of those Phanicians who, 
according to Herodotus, sailed, in the 
reign of the Egyptian King Necho, from 
the Persian Gulf round the Cape of Good 
Hope, and entered the Mediterranean 
through the Pillars of Hercules. How 
they came to be wafted to the opposite 
hemisphere is not for us to explain, nor 
do we know it. Snuflice it to say, that 
Fijician and Phoenician are the same 
word. Possibly old Admiral Hanno pre- 
ceded Captain Cook. 
the contrary ? 

As to the first of these objections, we 
admit that some people may feel a de- 
gree of aversion to roast-hamme ; but so 
does the Mahometan abominate roast 
“short pig”; and a Brahmin, taken to 
Cincinnati and its environs, at the san- 
euinary hog-murder time, would die out- 
right, of horror. We almost died, our- 
selves, at the sickening sight of that por- 
cian massacre. De qgustibus non est dis- 
putantibus, as our colonel used to say. 
Disgust is the result of a special treaty of 
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amity and reciprocity between the stom- 
ach and the imagination, differing ac- 
cording to difference in the contracting 
parties. We have known many persons 
who would not touch mutton, and others 
who would rather starve than eat oys- 
ters; while we ourselves revolt at sour- 
krout, which, nevertheless, millions of 
Germans, French, and Americans con- 
sider delicious. Disgust is arbitrary 3 it 
does not furnish us with a philosophical 
ground for argumentation. The Fijian 
does not feel disgust at the flavor of a 
well-roasted white sailor; and as long as 
he does not insist upon our relishing his 
fare, what right have we to ask him to 
feel disgusted? When the panther-tailed 
Aztee priest fattened his prisoner, or 
carried along the children decked with 
wreaths, soon to be smothered in their 
own juice, he cannot have felt disgust, 
any more than the Malay, of whom, Sir 
Thomas Stamford Raffles tells ts, that, 
with epicurean refinement, he cut the 
choicest bits from his living prisoner, in 
order to baste them to a turn and season 
them with choice pepper. 

Ts it unnatural? We have once seen, 
with our own eyes, a very large unroast- 
ed “small pig” devour one of her own 
piglets, whilst the others lustily drew 
nourishment from the grunting mother. 
Tt took our appetite away for forty-eight 
hours; yet it was nature; and in some por- 
tions of Europe, people express the high- 
est degree of fondness by the expressive 
phrase,—* I could eat you.” We may 
rely upon it, that, as Mr. Agassiz says,— 
«“ There is no difference in kind, but only 
in degree.” 

With reference to religion, we readily 
acknowledge that dining @ la dijienne 
does not appear exactly to be a divine 
institution, as slavery has recently been 
discovered to be. From olden times it 
used to be the belief of superstitions man 
that there was a divine afllatus in liberty ; 
but our profound theological scholars and 
Biblical critics have found out that the 
divinity is on the other side. Neither 
Tertullian nor Austin, neither St. Ber- 
nard nor any Pope, good or bad, neither 
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Luther, Bossuet, Calvin, nor Baxter, no 
commentator, exegetist, or preacher, ever 
found out, what these profoundest inquir- 
ers have at length discovered, that sla- 
very is divine, like matrimony. Had 
they discovered this great truth before 
the Catholic Church settled the number 
of sacraments, there must have been eight 
instead of seven. Why was their advent 
so late ? 

Possibly these grave and candid, deep 
and fervent theologians, whose opinions 
on theology are quoted everywhere, 
whose works are spread over the globe, 
and whose lore is stupendous, may yet 
discover that there is a divine flavor even 
in a soup @ la Merxicaine. One thing, 
however, is quite certain, namely,—that 
there is no prohibition of digestively as- 
similating our neighbor with ourselves, 
from one end of the Bible to the other. 
Was not Fielding’s parson logical, who 
preferred punch to wine, because it is 
nowhere spoken ill of in Scripture ? 
When Baron Viereck was rebuked by a 
friend for having given his daughter in 
marriage to the King of Denmark, the 
Queen, undivorced, continuing to occupy 
the throne, the shrewd father replied, 
that he had found no passage in the Bi- 
ble that prohibits a King of Denmark 
from having two wiyes; and has not the 
democratic Fijian as good a right to that 
logic as the noble Baron had ? 

To say the truth, all these objections 
are founded mainly upon sentiment, and 
we trust that morbid sentimentality will 
have no weight in an age which ridicules 
the horror of the British Commons at the 
descriptions of the middle passage, and 
demands calm judgment when the ques- 
tion arises, how to increase the number of 
representatives and the profits on sugar 
and cotton,—in our poetic age, in which 
republican senators have openly declar- 
ed their chivalrous allegiance to the sov- 
ereign substance of which night-caps are 
made, and petticoats,—to His Majesty, 
King Cotton,—not a very merry king, it 
must be owned, as young King Charles 
was, or old King Cole, but still a worthy 
sovereign ; for, after all, he is but a new 
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and most bulky avatar of Almighty Dol- 
lar. 

No objection whatsoever can be made 
to the deglutinatio Fijiana on the score 
of utility. The islands of the Fijians 
are but small; no Fijian Attila can lead 
forth his hosts into neighboring countries ; 
no Fijian Goths can pour down from Po- 
lynesian Alps into an Oceanic Italy; no 
Athenians can there send sons and gods 
toa Coreyra; and no Fijian Miles Stand- 
ish can there walk up and down before 
his pipe-clayed bandoleers in foreign 
colonies. Tow, then, can an over-in- 
crease of population be more harmonious- 
ly prevented than by making the young 
and sleek furnish the starving with a 
plump existence? Ts it not, economical- 
ly viewed, the principle of Dr. Franklin’s 
smoke-consuming pipe applied to the in- 
finitely more important sphere of human 
existence ? The festive table, to which, 
according to the great Malthus, Nature 
declines inviting a large portion of every 
well-peopled country, will never be known 
by the happy Fijian Say or Senior, so 
long as wise conservatism shall not change 
its old and sacred laws, and shall allow 
Nature to invite one happy portion as 
guests, and another happy portion as sa- 
vory dishes. It is Nature in nudest sim- 
plicity, as it is exhibited in half-a-dozen 
mice in a deep kettle, of whom one sur- 
vivor and material representative re- 
mains. The Chinese expose female in- 
fants, and lawful infanticide has been 
abolished in some districts of the British 
East Indies within these thirty years on- 
ly. Would it not be wiser to reassimilate 
the tender dear ones, and think of them 
ever after with smacking memory ? 

It is true, indeed, that, upon the whole, 
Fijian gastronomy leers more toward the 
tender sex than toward that which in our 
country wears the trousers uncrinolined. 
But, we submit, is this a fair objection ? 
Why is the tender sex more tender? 
Lately, when an orator had_ strongly 
expressed himself against the maxim of 
patriotic office-hunters,—* To the victor 
belong the spoils,” he was very logically 
asked,—* And pray, Sir, to whom should 
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the spoils belong, if not to the victor? ed 
So we would ask, should any one com- 
plain of girls being thus economized by 
men,—* Who, the 


sense, should, if not men ? 


name of common 
Would you 


have them perform that sacrificial duty 


in 


for one another ?” 

But whatever may be thought, by some 
of our lovely readers, of this last argu- 
ment, (which henceforth may be termed 
arqgumentum marcianum, ) and which, in 
the case before us, will always be an 
ex parte argument, all will agree that 
no objection can be taken to making 
repasts on porcus longus once fairly 
killed,—for instance, on heroes stretched 
on the battle-field. This was the cogent 
the New Zealander, after 
used in discussing the topic 


with the Rev. Mr. Yale. 


up slaughtering fellow-men for the sake 


argument of 
baptisna, 


Willing to oly e 


of eating them, he could not see why it 
was not wicked to waste so much good 
food. 

If it were objected, that, admitting the 
inaking of your enemy’s flesh flesh of 
your own flesh would necessarily lead 
to skirmishes, “ surprise-parties,” and bat- 
tles for the sole purpose of getting a din- 
ner,—to a sort of pre-prandial exercise, 


as in fishing, — we would simply an- 


swer, “ Too late!” Our friends who de- 
sire the reopening of the African slave- 
that 


When statesmen, and mis- 


trade declare they wish to buy 
slaves only. 
sionaries, and simple people with simple 
sense and simple hearts, ery out to them, 
“ Stop ! for the sake of our common Fa- 
ther, stop! By reopening the slave-trade, 


you revive the vilest crimes, and, for ev- 
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not mix up different subjects. I rescue 
my departed brother from ignominious 


How 


he came to depart,—that belongs to quite 


decay, and remake a man of him. 


a different chapter.” 

This utilitarian view acquires a still 
greater importance when applied to crim- 
inals under sentence of capital punish- 
ment. Soon after Beccaria, it was asked, 
if we mistake not, by Voltaire: * Of what 
use is the dead body of a criminal? You 
cannot restore the victim to life by the 
execution of the murderer.” And many 
pardons in America have been granted 
on the assumption that no satisfactory 
answer could be given to the philosoph 
ical question : “ What use can the swing- 
ing body of the poor creature be to any 


one ?” 


The Fijian alone has a perfectly 
satisfactory reply. 

The missionaries, already named in this 
paper, give a long account of the execu- 
tion of a supposed Fijian conspirator, 
“At last 


he was brought down to the ground by a 


which ends with these words : 


club; after which he was eaten.” 
We 


be derived from the introduction of what 


can discern many advantages to 


we will call pates penitentiaires.” 
There would be no waste of food. 
The sentence of the judge would sound 
more civilized; for, instead of hearing 
the odious words, “You shall be hanged 


by the neck until you are dead,” words 
would be pronounced somewhat like these: 
“ You shall be taken to Delmonico, and 
there and by him be served up on such 
a day, as scélérat en papillotes.” 


There would be a greater readiness 


in jurors to convict interesting criminals, 
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been an additional reason for finding 
her guilty with Fijian jurors ? 

Fourthly, there would be an obvious 
national advantage in some countries, 
in which the government is at one and 
the same time busily engaged in finding 
cheap food for the people, and in trans- 
porting annually many hundreds of polit- 
ical suspects to killing colonies. It is, in- 
deed, surprising, that so sagacious and 
parental a government as that of Napo- 
leon the Third,—may His Majesty be 
long preserved for the civilization of 
France, the peace of Europe, and the 
glory of mankind in general !—it is sur- 
prising, that his all-providing and _all- 
foresceing government has not long ago 
discovered how the craving of the na- 
tional stomach for food, and of the pop- 
ular mind for political purification, might 
be stilled by no longer transporting po- 
litical offenders and suspects to French 
Guiana or Lambessa, where they use- 
lessly and ignobly perish, but by sen- 
tencing them, instead, to the enviable 
lot of making a feast for their brethren. 
Would not every Socialist, receiving per- 
mission thus to help feed society, exelaim : 
C'est magnifique ! mais c'est sublime ! 

When Robespierre was in the zenith 
of his guillotinacious glory, the bonnes 
would sit around the scaffold, minding 
children and knitting stockings, to see 
the head of a marquis or of a shoemak- 
er fall. We leave it to every reader, 
whether there would not be more historic 
unity and poetic completeness in the ta- 
bleau, were we to read that these good 
creatures dined upon the ci-devant, after 
the execution. 

Imperial Rome is the beau idéal of the 
present government of la belle France ; 
and we must own, that, when perusing 
the exhilarating pages of Suetonius, it 
has often occurred to our mind that there 
is something wanting in the list of high 
deeds related of those superb specimens 
of humanity exhibited in the Caligulas 
and Heliogabali. They did so much for 
cookery! Yet they seem never to have 
risen above an indirect consumption of 
their subjects, by feeding their lobsters 
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with ignoble slaves; never did they di- 
rectly bestow upon Roman freemen the 
honor of being served up for the impe- 
rial table. Nero murdered his mother 
and bade his teacher open his own veins. 
Would it not read much more civilized, 
if the annals of the empire were telling 
us: Nero, jam divus, leniter dixit: O 
Seneca, Pundit delectabilis et philosophe 
laute, quis dubitet te libentissime mihi ho- 
die proferre artocreatem stoicum ? 

Strange as it may appear to some 
readers, that thus the polished Romans 
might have learned a lesson of civiliza- 
tion from the Fijians, they will not reject 
our suggestion, when they reflect, that, 
only a short time ago, they were, proba- 
bly, as much surprised at finding the gov- 
ernment of so great a country as France 
adopting imperial Rome as a model body- 
politic. Familiarize your mind with the 
idea, and all difficulties vanish. It is only 
the last step which costs,—not the first. 

There are many more reasons that 
might be urged in favor of the Fijians. 
We are not aware that the reverend 
missionaries have given any statistical 
tables, showing a regularity in the an- 
nual numbers of consumed persons, male 
and female, classed according to the rea- 
sons why consumed; but no one can 
doubt that such tables might be given, 
and if so, the whole question of anthro- 
pophagism could be very easily Buckled 
up in a tidy little valise. The Fijians, 
in the plural, we take it, have little or 
nothing to do with it; it is the abstract, 
will-less, impersonal Fijian—who, accord- 
ing to the learned Ferrari,* would be 
called, now, Podesta Fijian, now Consul 
Fijian, now Papa Fijianus—that snuffs 
the flavor of his own dear natural pot & 
Jeu; and Right or Wrong, Just or Unjust, 
Commendable or Revolting, are school- 
boy distinctions, no longer recognized by 
the philosophical historian, who treats all 
moral questions and national movements 
like questions of natural philosophy, — 
like social chemistry, in which so puerile 
a word as poison has no place. Arsenic 

* Histoire des Révolutions d’ Italie, ow Guelfs 
et Gibelins. Par J. Ferrari. Paris, 1858. 
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is arsenie with certain effects, and noth- 
ing more; and society poisons itself an- 
nually to such an amount, arithmetically 
expressed. 

We ask leave to add two suggestions 
in favor of the Fijians, both, it would 
seem, of philosophic importance. If you 
do not like the Fijian national dish,— 
national in more than one sense,—have 
the dear sons of Nature, as Carlyle prob- 
ably would call them, not the right to 
reply, —“ We do not like your sauer- 
kraut, if vou are a German: vour » 


in that state of hyper-brutality which 
you think is proved by his ménage? Is 
it, we ask, fairly to be supposed? We 
think not. 

We do not presume to know whether 
we have carried conviction to the minds 
of our readers; but even if we have not, 
—if we have only been sufficiently for- 
tunate to give the first impulse to the 
great inquiry, we shall be satisfied. If 
we consider the history of some opinions 
now openly preached and vehemently 


hinted at. within our own recollection, 
and with what surprising rapidity they 
have risen to oan unblishine amplitude, 
rustling and sweeping proudly and de 
fiantly alone the Broadwey of human 
events and opinions.—- how that which 
but adustre ago was wicked is now virtu 
Oly We see no reason for despair: and 
our contary nay vet wilhess the: time 
when W will ne considered the hivhest 
mixture oot philosophic courtesy and 


Christian urbanity to aake the imiost 
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and bread-fruit on it, and put a hand- 
some young fellow, like our Marylander, 
ashore upon it, if you touched there a 
year afterwards, you would find him walk- 
img under the palm-trees arm in arm with 
a pretty woman. 
Where would she come from ? 
Oh, that’s the miracle ! 

I was just as certain, when I saw 
that fine, high-colored youth at the upper 
right-hand corner of our table, that there 
would appear some fitting feminine coun- 
terpart to him, as if I had been a clair- 
voyant, seeing it all beforehand. 

I have a fancy that those Mary- 
landers are just about near enough to 
the sun to ripen well.—How some of us 
fellows remember Joe and Harry, Balti- 
moreans, both! Joe, with his cheeks like 
lady-apples, and his eyes like black-heart 
cherries, and his teeth like the whiteness 
of the flesh of cocoa-nuts, and his laugh 
that set the chandelier-drops rattling over- 
head, as we sat at our sparkling banquets 
in those gay times! Harry, champion, 
by acclamation, of the College heavy- 
weights, broad-shouldered, bull-necked, 
square-jawed, six feet and trimmings, a 
little science, lots of pluck, good-natured 
as a steer in peace, formidable as a red- 
eyed bison in the crack of hand-to-hand 
battle! Who forgets the great muster- 
day, and the collision of the classic with 
the democratic forces? The huge butch- 
er, fifteen stone,—two hundred and ten 
pounds,— good weight,— steps out like 
Telamonian Ajax, defiant. No words 
from Harry, the Baltimorean,—one of the 
quiet sort, who strike first, and do the 
talking, if there is any, afterwards. No 
words, but, in the place thereof, a clean, 
straight, hard hit, which took effect with 
a spank like the explosion of a percus- 
sion-cap, knocking the slayer of beeves 
down a sand-bank,—followed, alas ! by the 
too impetuous youth, so that both rolled 
down together, and the conflict terminat- 
ed in one of those inglorious and inevi- 
table Yankee clinches, followed by a gen- 
eral melée, which make our native fistie 
encounters so different from such admira- 
bly-ordered contests as that which I once 
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saw at an English fair, where everything 
was done decently and in order, and the 
fight began and ended with such grave 
propriety, that a sporting parson need 
hardly have hesitated to open it with a 
devout petition, and, after it was over, 
dismiss the ring with a benediction. 

I can’t help telling one more story 
about this great field-day, though it is 
the most wanton and irrelevant digres- 
But all of us have a little speck 
of fight underneath our peace and good- 
will to men,—just a speck, for revolutions 
and great emergencies, you know,—so 
that we should not submit to be trodden 
quite flat by the first heavy-heeled ag- 
eressor that came along. You can tell 
a portrait from an ideal head, I suppose, 
and a true story from one spun out of 
the writer’s invention. See whether this 
sounds true or not. 

Admiral Sir Isaac Coffin sent out two 
fine blood-horses, Barefoot and Serab by 
name, to Massachusetts, something before 
the time I am talking of. With them 
came a Yorkshire groom, a stocky little 
tellow, in velvet breeches, who made that 
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mysterious hissing noise, traditionary in 
English stables, when he rubbed down 
the silken-skinned racers, in great per- 
fection. Atter the soldiers had come from 
the muster-field, and some of the com- 
panies were on the village-common, there 
was still some skirmishing between a few 
individuals who had not had the fight 
taken out of them. ‘The little Yorkshire 
groom thought he must serve out some- 
body. So he threw himself into an ap- 
proved scientific attitude, and, in brief, 
emphatic language, expressed his urgent 
anxiety to accommodate any classical 
young gentleman who chose to consider 
himself a candidate for his attentions. I 
don’t suppose there were many of the 
college boys that would have been a 
match for him in the art which English- 
men know so much more of than Ameri- 
cans, for the most part. However, one 
of the Sophomores, a very quiet, peace- 
able fellow, just stepped out of the crowd, 
and, running straight at the groom, as 
he stood there, sparring away, struck him 
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with the sole of his foot, a straight blow, 
as if it had been with his fist, —and 
knocked him heels over head and sense- 
less, so that he had to be carried off from 
the field. This ugly way of hitting is the 
great trick of the French sava/e, which 
is not commonly thought able to stand its 
ground against English pugilistic science. 
—These are old recollections, with not 
much to recommend them, except, per- 
haps, a dash of life, which may be worth 
a little something. 

The young Marylander brought them 
all up, you may remember. He recalled 
to my mind those two splendid pieces of 
vitality I told you of. Both have been 
long dead. How often we see these great 
red flaring flambeaux of life blown out, 
as it were, by a puff of wind,—and the 
little, single-wicked nightlamp of being, 
which some white-faced and attenuated 
invalid shades with trembling fingers, 
flickering on while they go out one after 
another, until its glimmer is all that is 
left to us of the generation it belonged 
to! 

I told you that I was perfectly sure, 
beforehand, we should find some pleas- 
ing girlish or womanly shape to fill the 
blank at our table and match the dark- 
haired youth at the upper corner. 

There she sits, at the very opposite 
corner, just as far off as accident could 
put her from this handsome fellow, by 
whose side she ought, of course, to be 
sitting. One of the “ positive” blondes, 
as my friend, you may remember, used 
to call them. Tawny-haired, amber-eyed, 
full-throated, skin as white as a blanched 
almond. Looks dreamy to me, not self- 
conscious, though a black ribbon round 
her neck sets it off as a Marie-Antoi- 
nette’s diamond-necklace could not do. 
So in her dress, there is a harmony of 
tints that looks as if an artist had run 
his eye over her and given a hint or two 
like the finishing touch to a picture. I 
can’t help being struck with her, for she 
is at once rounded and fine in feature, 
looks calm, as blondes are apt to, and as 
if she might run wild, if she were trifled 
with.—It is just as 1 knew it would be,— 
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and anybody can see that our young Ma- 
rylander will be dead in love with her in 
a week. 

Then if that little man would only 
turn out immensely rich and have the 
good-nature to die and leave them all 
his money, it would be as nice as a 
three-volume novel. 

Little Boston is in a flurry, T suspect, 
with the excitement of having such a 
charming neighbor next him. T judge 
so mainly by his silence and by a certain 
rapt and serious look on his face, as if’ he 
were thinking of something that had hap- 
pened, or that might happen, or that 
ought to happen,—or how beautiful her 
young life looked, or how hardly Nature 
had dealt with him, or something which 
struck him silent, at any rate. I made 
several conversational openings for him, 
but he did not fire up as he often does. 
I even went so far as to indulge in a fling 
at the State House, which, as we all know, 
is in truth a very imposing structure, cov- 
ering less ground than St. Peter’s, but 
of similar general effect. The little man 
looked up, but did not reply to my taunt. 
He said to the young lady, however, that 
the State House was the Parthenon of 
our Acropolis, which seemed to please 
her, for she smiled, and he reddened a 
little, —so I thought. I don’t think it 
right to watch persons who are the sub- 
jects of special infirmity,—but we all do 
it. 

I see that they have crowded the chairs 
a little at that end of the table, to make 
room for another new-comer of the lady 
sort. A well-mounted, middle-aged prep- 
aration, wearing her hair without a cap, 
—pretty wide in the parting, though,— 
contours vaguely hinted,—features very 
quiet,—says little as yet, but seems to 
keep her eye on the young lady, as if 
having some responsibility for her. 


My record is a blank for some days 
after this. In the mean time I have con- 
trived to make out the person and the 
story of our young lady, who, aecording 
to appearances, ought to furnish us a her- 
oine for a boarding-house romance before 
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a year is out. It is very curious that she 
should prove connected with a person 
many of us have heard of. Yet, curious 
as it is, I have been a hundred times 
struck with the cireumstance that the 
most remote facts are constantly striking 
each other; just as vessels starting from 
ports thousands of miles apart pass close 
to each other in the naked breadth of the 
ocean, nay, sometimes even touch, in 
the dark, with a crack of timbers, a gur- 
gling of water, a cry of startled sleepers, 
—a cry mysteriously echoed in warning 
dreams, as the wife of some Gloucester 
fisherman, some coasting skipper, wakes 
with a shriek, calls the name of her hus- 
band, and sinks back to uneasy slumbers 
upon her lonely pillow,—a widow. 

Oh, these mysterious meetings! Leav- 
ing all the vague, waste, endless spaces 
of the washing desert, the ocean-steam- 
er and the fishing-smack sail straight to- 
wards each other as if they ran in grooves 
ploughed for them in the waters from the 
beginning of creation! Not only things 
and events, but our own thoughts, are so 
full of these surprises, that, if there were 
a reader in my parish who did not recog- 
nize the familiar occurrence of what I 
am now going to mention, I should think 
it a case for the missionaries of the So- 
ciety for the Propagation of Intelligence 
among the Comfortable Classes. 

There are about as many twins in the 
births of thought as of children. For the 
first time in your lives you learn some 
fact or come across some idea. Within 
an hour, a day, a week, that same fact or 
idea strikes you from another quarter. 
It seems as if it had passed into space 
and bounded back upon you as an echo 
from the blank wall that shuts in the 
world of thought. Yet no possible con- 
nection exists between the two channels 
by which the thought or the fact arrived. 
Let me give an infinitesimal illustration. 

One of the Boys mentioned, the other 
evening. in the course of a very pleasant 
poem he read us, a little trick of the 
Commons table-boarders, which I, nour- 
ished at the parental board, had never 
heard of. Young fellows being always 
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hungry Allow me to stop dead-short, 
in order to utter an aphorism which has 
been forming itself in one of the blank 
interior spaces of my intelligence, like a 
crystal in the cavity of a geode. 


Aphorism by the Professor. 

Tn order to know whether a human 
being is young or old, offer it food of dif- 
ferent kinds at short intervals. If young, 
it will eat anything at any hour of the 
day or night. If old, it observes stated ° 
periods, and you might as well attempt 
to regulate the time of high-water to suit 
a fishing-party as to change these peri- 
ods. 

The crucial experiment is this. Offer 
a bulky and boggy bun to the suspected 
individual just ten minutes before dinner, 
If this is eagerly accepted and devoured, 
the fact of youth is established. If the 
subject of the question changes color and 
expresses surprise and incredulity, as if 
you could not possibly be in earnest, the 
fact of maturity is no less clear. 


Excuse me,—I return to my story 
of the Commons-table. — Young fellows 
being always hungry, and tea and dry 
toast being the meagre fare of the even- 
ing meal, it was a trick of some of the 
Boys to impale a slice of meat upon a 
fork, at dinner-time, and stick the fork 
holding it beneath the table, so that they 
could get it at tea-time. The dragons 
that euarded this table of the Hesperides 
found out the trick at last, and kept a 
sharp look-out for missing forks ;—they 
knew where to find one, if it was not in 
its place.—Now the odd thing was, that, 
after waiting so many years to hear of this 
college trick, I should hear it mentioned 
a second time within the same twenty- 
four hours by a college youth of the 
present generation. Strange, but true. 
And so it has happened to me and to ev- 
ery person, often and often, to be hit in 
rapid succession by these twinned facts 
or thoughts, as if they were linked like 
chain-shot. 

T was going to leave the simple reader 
to wonder over this, taking it as an un- 
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explained marvel. I think, however, I 
will turn over a furrow of subsoil in it.— 
The explanation is, of course, that in a 
great many thoughts there must be a few 
coincidences, and these instantly arrest 
our attention. Now we shall probably 
never have the least idea of the enor- 
mous number of impressions which pass 
through our consciousness, until in some 
future life we see the photographic rec- 
ord of our thoughts and the stereoscopic 
picture of our actions. There go more 
pieces to make up a conscious life or a 
living body than you think for. Why, 
some of you were surprised when a friend 
of mine told you there were fifty-eight 
separate pieces in a fiddle. How many 
“swimming glands” — solid, organized, 
regularly formed, rounded disks, taking 
an active part in all your vital processes, 
part and parcel, each one of them, of your 
corporeal being —do you suppose are 
whirled along, like pebbles in a stream, 
with the blood which warms your frame 
and colors your cheeks ?—A noted Ger- 
man physiologist spread out a minute 
drop of blood, under the microscope, in 
narrow streaks, and counted the glob- 
ules, and then made a calculation. The 
counting by the micrometer took him a 
week.—You have, my full-grown friend, 
of these little couriers in crimson or scar- 
let livery, running on your vital errands 
day and night as long as you live, sixty- 
five billions, five hundred and seventy 
thousand millions. Errors excepted.— 
Did I hear some gentleman say, “ Doubt- 
ed ?”—TI am the Professor. I sit in my 
chair with a petard under it that will 
blow me through the skylight of my lec- 
ture-room, if I do not know what I am 
talking about and whom I am quoting. 
Now, my dear friends, who are putting 
your hands to your foreheads, and saying 
to yourselves that you feel a little con- 
fused, as if you had been waltzing until 
things began to whirl slightly round you, 
is it possible that you do not clearly ap- 
prehend the exact connection of all that 
I have been saying, and its bearing on 
what is now to come? Listen, then. 
The number of these living elements 
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in our bodies illustrates the incalculable 
multitude of our thoughts; the number 
of our thoughts accounts for those fre- 
quent coincidences spoken of; these co- 
incidences in the world of thought illus- 
trate those which we constantly observe 
in the world of outward events, of which 
the presence of the young girl now at our 
table, and proving to be the daughter of 
an old acquaintance some of us may re- 
member, is the special example which led 
me through this labyrinth of reflections, 
and finally lands me at the commence- 
ment of this young girl’s story, which, as 
I said, I have found the time and felt the 
interest to learn something of, and which 
I think I can tell without wronging the 
unconscious subject of my brief’ delinea- 
tion. 


IRIS. 

You remember, perhaps, in some pa- 
pers published awhile ago, an odd poem 
written by an old Latin tutor? He 
brought up at the verb amo, I love, as all 
of us do, and by and by Nature opened 
her great living dictionary for him at the 
word jilia, a daughter. The poor man 
was greatly perplexed in choosing a 
name for her. Lueretia and Virginia 
were the first that he thought of; but 
then came up those pictured stories of 
Titus Livius, which he could never read 
without crying, though he had read them 
a hundred times. 

—Lucretia sending for her husband and 
her father, each to bring one friend with 
him, and awaiting them in her chamber. 
To them her wrongs briefly. Let them 
see to the wretch,—she will take care of 
herself. Then the hidden knife flashes 
out and sinks into her heart. She slides 
from her seat, and falls dying. “ Her 
husband and her father cry aloud.”—No, 
—not Lucretia. 

—Virginius,—a brown old soldier, fa- 
ther of a nice girl. She engaged to a very 
promising young man. Decemvir Appius 
takes a violent fancy to her,—must have 
her at any rate. Hires a lawyer to pre- 
sent the arguments in favor of the view 
that she was another man’s daughter. 
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There used to be lawyers in Rome that 
would do such things.—All right. There 
are two sides to everything. Audi alte- 
ram partem. The legal gentleman has no 
opinion,—he only states the evidence.— 
A doubtful case. Let the young lady be 
under the protection of the Honorable 
Decemvir until it can be looked up thor- 
oughly.— Father thinks it best, on the 
whole, to give in, Will explain the 
matter, if the young lady and her maid 
will step this way. 7'hat is the explana- 
tion, —a stab with a butcher's knife, 
snatched from a stall, meant for other 
lambs than this poor bleeding Virginia! 

The old man thought over the story. 
Then he must have one look at the orig- 
inal. So he took down the first volume 
and read it over. When he cane to 
that part where it tells how thet young 
gentleman she was engaged to and a 
friend of his took up the poor girl's blood- 
less shape and carried it through the 
street, and how all the women followed, 
wailing, and asking if that was what their 
daughiers were coming to,—if that was 
what they were to get for being good 
girls,— he melted down into his accus- 
tomed tears of pity and grief, and, through 
them all, of delight at the charming Lat- 
in of the narrative. But it was impossi- 
ble to call his child Virginia. Le could 
never look at her without thinking she 
had a knife sticking in her bosom. 

Dido would be a good name, and a 
fresh one. She was a queen, and the 
founder of a great city. Her story had 
been immortalized by the greatest of po- 
ets,—for the old Latin tutor clove to 
“ Virgilius Maro,” as he called him, as 
closely as ever Dante did in his memora- 
ble journey. So he took down his Vir- 
gil,—it was the smooth-leated, open-let- 
tered quarto of Baskerville,—and began 
reading the loves and mishaps of Dido. 
It wouldn’t do. A lady who had not 
learned discretion by experience, and 
came to an evil end. He shook his head, 
as he sadly repeated, 

“___misera ante diem, subitoque accensa 

furore ’’; 


but when he came to the lines, 
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“ Ergo Iris croceis per ccelum roscida pennis 
Mille trahens varios adverso Sole colores,” 
he jumped up with a great exclamation, 
which the particular recording angel who 
heard it pretended not to understand, or 
it might have gone hard with the Latin 

tutor some time or other. 

“Tris shall be her name!”—he said. 

So her name was Iris. 
The natural end of a tutor is to 
perish by starvation. It is only a ques- 
tion of time, just as with the burning 
of college libraries. These all burn up 
sooner or later, provided they are not 
housed in brick or stone and iron. I 
don't mean that you will see in the regis- 
try of deaths that this or that particular 
tutor died of well-marked, uncomplicated 
starvation. ‘They may, even, in extreme 
cases, be carried off by a thin, watery 
kind of apoplexy, which sounds very well 
in the returns, but means little to those 
who know that it is only debility settling. 
on the head. Generally, however, they 
fade and waste away under various pre- 
texts,—calling it dyspepsia, consumption, 
and so on, to put a decent appearance 
upon the case and keep up the credit of 
the family and the institution where they 
have passed through the successive stages 
of inanition. 

In some cases it takes a great many 
years to kill a tutor by the process in 
question. You see, they do get food 
and clothes and fuel, in appreciable 
quantities, such as they are. You will 
even notice rows of books in their rooms, 
and a picture or two,—things that look 
as if they had surplus money ; but these 
supertluities are the water of crystalliza- 
tion to scholars, and you can never get 
them away till the poor fellows eflloresce 
into dust. Do not be deceived. The 
tutor breakfasts on coffee made of beans, 
edulcerated with milk watered to the 
verge of transparency; his mutton is 
tough and elastic, up to the moment 
when it becomes tired out and tasteless ; 
his coal is a sullen, sulphurous anthracite, 
which rusts into ashes, rather than burns, 
in the shallow grate; his flimsy broad- 
cloth is too thin for winter and too thick 
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for summer. The greedy lungs of fifty 
hot-blooded boys suck the oxygen from 
the air he breathes in his recitation-room. 
In short, he undergoes a process of gentle 
and gradual starvation. 

The mother of little Iris was not 
called Electra, like hers of the old story, 
neither was her grandfather Oceanus. 


Wer blood-name, which she gave away 
with her heart to the Latin tutor, was a 
plain old English one, and her water- 
name was Hannah, beautiful as recalling 
the mother of Samuel, and admirable as 
reading equally well from the initial let- 
ter forwards and from the terminal letter 
The poor lady, seated with 
her companion at the chess-board of 
matrimony, had but just pushed forward 
her one little white pawn upon an empty 
square, when the Black Knight, that 
cares nothing for castles or kings or 
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queens, swooped down upon her and 
swept her from the larger board of life. 

The old Latin tutor put a modest blue 
stone at the head of his late companion, 
with her name and age and Eheu! up- 
on it,—a smaller one at her feet, with 
initials; and left her by herself, to be 
rained and snowed on,—which is a hard 
thing to do for those whom we have 
cherished tenderly. 

About the time that the lichens, falling 
on the stone, like drops of water, had 
spread into fair, round rosettes, the tutor 
had starved into a slight cough. Then he 
began to draw the buckle of his black 
pantaloons a little tighter, and took in 
another reef in his never-ample waistcoat. 
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the doctor went out, he said to him- 
self,—* On the rail at last. Accommo- 
dation train. A good many stops, but 
will get to the station by and by.” So 
the doctor wrote a recipe with the astro- 
logical sign of Jupiter before it, (just as 
your own physician does, inestimable 
reader, as you will see, if you look at his 
next prescription,) and departed, saying 
he would look in occasionally. After 
this, the Latin tutor began the usual 
course of “ vetting better,” until he got 
so much better that his face was very 
sharp, and when he smiled, three cres- 
cent lines showed at each side of his lips, 
and when he spoke, it was in a muffled 
whisper, and the white of his eye glis- 
tened as pearly as the purest porcelain, — 
so much better, that he hoped-—by spring 
—he— —mnight be able—to—attend— — 
—to his class again.—But he was recom- 
mended uot to expose himself, and so 
kept his chamber, and occasionally, not 
having anything to do, his bed. The 
unmarried sister with whom he lived 
took care of him; and the child, now old 
enough to be manageable, and even use- 
ful in trifling offices, sat in the chamber, 
or played about. 

Things could not go on so forever, of 
course. One morning his face was sunk- 
en and his hands very, very cold. He 
was “better,” he whispered, but sadly 
and faintly. After a while he grew rest- 
less and seemed a little wandering. His 
mind ran on his classics, and fell back on 
the Latin grammar. 


Teddy ae luo thaspeec !? 


His temples got a little hollow, and the 
contrasts of color in his cheeks more vivid 
than of old. After a while his walks fa- 
tigued him, and he was tired and breath- 
ed hard after going up a flight or two of 
stairs. ‘Then came on other marks of in- 
ward trouble and general waste, which he 
spoke of to his physician as peculiar, and 
doubtless owing to accidental causes ; to 
all which the doctor listened with defer- 
ence, as if it had not been the old story 
that one in five or six of mankind in 
temperate climates tells, or has told for 
him, as if it were something new. As 


The child knew this meant my dear little 
daughter as well as if it had been Eng- 
lish. Rainbow !”—for he would trans- 
late her name at times,—* come to me,— 
veni”—and his lips went on automatical- 
ly, and murmured, “vel venito/”—The 
child came and sat by his bedside and 
took his hand, which she could not warm, 
but which shot its rays of cold all through 
her slender frame. But there she sat, 
looking steadily at him. Presently he 
opened his lips feebly, and whispered, 
“ Moribundus.” She did not know what 
that meant, but she saw that there was 
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something new and sad. So she began 
to ery; but presently remembering an 
old book that seemed to comfort him at 
times, got up and brought a Bible in the 
Latin version, called the Vulgate. “ Open 
it,” he said, —* I will read,—segnius irri- 
tant,—don’t put the light out,—ah! heret 
lateri—_ I am going,—vale, vale, vale, 
good-bye, good-bye,—the Lord take care 
of my child !—Domine, audi—vel audi- 
to!” His face whitened suddenly, and 
he lay still, with open eyes and mouth. 
He had taken his last degree. 

Little Miss Iris could not be said 
to begin life with a very brilliant rain- 
bow over her, in a worldly point of view. 
A limited wardrobe of man’s attire, such 
as poor tutors wear,—a few good books, 
especially classies,—a print or two, and a 
plaster model of the Pantheon, with some 
pieces of furniture which had seen ser- 
vice,—these, and a child’s heart full of 
tearful recollections and strange doubts 
and questions, alternating with the cheap 
pleasures which are the anodynes of 
childish grief; such were the treasures 
she inherited.— No,—I forgot. With 
that kindly sentiment which all of us feel 
for old men’s first children,—frost-flowers 
of the early winter season,—the old tu- 
tor’s students had remembered him at a 
time when he was laughing and crying 
with his new parental emotions, and 
running to the side of the plain crib in 
which his alter ego, as he used to say, was 
swinging, to hang over the little heap of 
stirring clothes, from which looked the 
minute, red, downy, still, round face, with 
unfixed eyes and working lips,—in that 
unearthly gravity which has never yet 
been broken by a smile, and which gives 
to the earliést moon-year or two of an in- 
fant’s life the character of a first old age, 
to counterpoise that second childhood 
which there is one chance in a dozen it 
may reach by and by. The boys had 
remembered the old man and young fa- 
ther at that tender period of his hard, 
dry life. There came to him a fair, silver 
goblet, embossed with classical figures, 
and bearing on a shield the graven words, 
Ex dono pupillorum. The handle on its 


The Professor at the Breakfast- Table. 


357 


side showed what use the boys had meant 
it for; and a kind letter in it, written with 
the best of feeling, in the worst of Lat- 
in, pointed delicately to its destination. 
Out of this silver vessel, after a long, des- 
perate, strangling ery, which marked her 
first great lesson in the realities of life, the 
child took the blue milk, such as poor tu- 
tors and their children get, tempered with 
water, and sweetened a little, so as to 
bring it nearer the standard established 
by the touching indulgence and partiality 
of Nature,—who has mingled an extra 
allowance of sugar in the blameless food 
of the child at its mother’s heart, as com- 
pared with that of its infant brothers and 
sisters of the bovine race. 

But a willow will grow in baked sand 
wet with rain-water. An air-plant will 
grow by feeding on the winds. Nay, 
those huge forests that overspread great 
continents have built themselves up main- 
ly from the air-currents with which they 
are always battling. The oak is but a fo- 
liated atmospheric crystal deposited from 
the aérial ocean that holds the future 
vegetable world in solution. The storm 
that tears its leaves has paid tribute to 
its strength, and it breasts the tornado 
clad in the spoils of a hundred hurri- 
canes. 

Poor little Iris! What had she in com- 
mon with the great oak in the shadow of 
which we are losing sight of her ?—She 
lived and grew like that,—this was all. 
The blue milk ran into her veins and 
filled them with thin, pure blood. Her 
skin was fair, with a faint tinge, such as 
the white rosebud shows before it opens. 
The doctor who had attended her fa- 
ther was afraid her aunt would hard- 
ly be able to “raise” her, —“ delicate 
child,’— hoped she was not consumptive, 
—thought there was a fair chance she 
would take after her father. 

A very forlorn-looking person, dressed 
in black, with a white neckcloth, sent her 
a memoir of a child who died at the age 
of two years and eleven months, after 
having fully indorsed all the doctrines 
of the particular persuasion to which he 
not only belonged himself, but thought 
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it very shameful that everybody else 
did not belong. What with foreboding 
looks and dreary deathbed stories, it 
was a wonder the child made out to live 
through it. It saddened her early years, 
of course,—it distressed her tender soul 
with thoughts which, as they cannot be 
fully taken in, should be sparingly used 
as instruments of torture to break down 
the natural cheerfulness of a healthy 
child, or, what is infinitely worse, to cheat 
a dying one out of the kind illusions with 
which the Father of All has strewed its 
downward path. 

The child would have died, no doubt, 
and, if properly managed, might have 
added another to the long catalogue of 
wasting children who have been as cru- 
elly played upon by spiritual physiolo- 
gists, often with the best intentions, as 
ever the subject of a rare disease by the 
curious students of science. 

Fortunately for her, however, a wise 
instinct had guided the late Latin tutor 
in the selection of the partner of his life, 
and the future mother of his child. The 
deceased tutoress was a tranquil, smooth 
woman, easily nourished, as such people 
are,—a quality which is inestimable in 
a tutor’s wife,—and so it happened that 
the daughter inherited enough vitality 
from the mother to live through child- 
hood and infancy and fight her way to- 
wards womanhood, in spite of the ten- 
dencies she derived from her other par- 
ent. 


Two and two do not always make 
four, in this matter of hereditary descent 
of qualities. Sometimes they make three, 
and sometimes five. It seems as if the 
parental traits at one time showed sep- 
arate, at another blended, — that occa- 
sionally the force of two natures is rep- 
resented in the derivative one by a diag- 
onal of greater yalue than either original 
line of living movement,—that sometimes 
there is a loss of vitality hardly to be ac- 
counted for, and again a forward impulse 
of variable intensity in some new and 
unforeseen direction. 

So it was with this child. She had 
glanced off {vom her parental probabili- 
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ties at an unexpected angle. Instead of 
taking to classical learning like her fa- 
ther, or sliding quietly into household 
duties like her mother, she broke out 
early in efforts that pointed in the di- 
rection of Art. As soon as she could 
hold a pencil she began to sketch out- 
lines of objects round her with a cer 
tain air and spirit. Very extraordinary 
horses, but their legs looked as if they 
could move. Birds unknown to Audu- 
bon, yet flying, as it were, with a rush. 
Men with impossible legs, which did yet 
seem to have a vital connection with 
their most improbable bodies. By-and- 
by the doctor, on his beast,—an old 
man with a face looking as if Time had 
kneaded it like dough with his knuckles, 
with a rhubarb tint and flavor pervading 
himself and his sorrel horse and all their 
appurtenances. A dreadful old man! 
Be sure she did not forget those saddle- 
bags that held the detestable bottles out 
of which he used to shake those loath- 
some powders which, to virgin childish 
palates that find heaven in strawberries 
and peaches, are Well, I suppose 
IT had better stop. Only she wished she 
was dead sometimes when she heard him 
coming. On the next leaf would figure 
the gentleman with the black coat and 
white cravat, as he looked when he came 


and entertained her with stories concern- 
ing the death of various little children 
about her age, to encourage her, as that 
wicked Mr. Arouet said about shooting 
Admiral Byne. Then she would take 
her pencil and with a few scratches there 
would be the outline of a child, in which 
you might notice how one sudden sweep 
gave the chubby cheek, and two dots 
darted at the paper looked like real 
eyes. 

By-and-by she went to school, and cari- 
eatured the schoolmaster on the leaves 
of her grammars and geographies, and 
drew the faces of her companions, and, 
from time to time, heads and figures from 
her faney, with large eyes, far apart, like 
those of Raffaelle’s mothers and children, 
sometimes with wild floating hair, and 
then with wings and heads thrown back 
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in ecstasy. This was about twelve, as the 
dates of these drawings show, and, there- 
fore, three or four years before she came 
among us. Soon after this time, the 
ideal figures began to take the place of 
portraits and caricatures, and a new fea- 
ture appeared in her drawing-books in 
the form of fragments of verse and short 
poems. 

It was dull work, of course, for such 
a young girl to live with an old spin- 
ster and go to a village school. Her 
books bore testimony to this; for there 
was a look of sadness in the faces she 
drew, and a sense of weariness and long- 
ing for some imaginary conditions of bless- 
edness or other, which began to be pain- 
ful. «She might have gone through this 
flowering of the soul, and, casting her 
petals, subsided into a sober, human ber- 
ry, but for the intervention of friendly 
assistance and counsel. 

In the town where she lived was a 
lady of honorable condition, somewhat 
past middle age, who was possessed of 
pretty ample means, of cultivated tastes, 
of excellent principles, of exemplary 
character, and of more than common ac- 
complishments. The gentleman in black 
broadcloth and white neckerchief only 
echoed the common voice about her, 
when he called her, after enjoying, be- 
neath her hospitable roof, an excellent 
cup of tea, with certain elegancies and 
luxuries he was unaccustomed to, “ The 
Model of all the Virtues.” 

She deserved this title as well as al- 
most any woman. She did really bristle 
with moral excellences. Mention any 
good thing she had not done; I should 
like to see you try! There was no han- 
dle of weakness to take hold of her by; 
she was as unscizable, except in her to- 
tality, as a billiard-ball ; and on the broad, 
green, terrestrial table, where she had 
been knocked about, like all of us, by 
the cue of Fortune, she glanced from ev- 
ery human contact, and “ caramed” from 
one relation to another, and rebounded 
from the stuffed cushion of temptation, 
with such exact and perfect angular 
movements, that the Enemy’s corps of 
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Reporters had long given up taking notes 
of her conduct, as there was no chance 
for their master. 

What an admirable person for the 
patroness and directress of a_ slightly 
self-willed child, with the lightning zig- 
zag line of genius running like a elitter- 
ing vein through the marble whiteness 
of her virgin nature! One of the lady- 
patroness’s peculiar virtues was calmness. 
She was resolute and strenuous, but still. 
You could depend on her for every 
duty ; she was as true as steel. She was 
kind-hearted and serviceable in all the 
relations of life. She had more sense, 
more knowledge, moré conversation, as 
well as more goodness, than all the part- 
ners you have waltzed with this winter 
put together. 

Yet no man was known to have loved 
her, or even to have offered himself to 
her in marriage. It was a great wonder. 
T am very anxious to vindicate my char- 
acter as a philosopher and an observer 
of Nature by accounting for this appar- 
ently extraordinary fact. . 

You may remember certain persons 
who have the misfortune of presenting 
to the friends whom they meet a cold, 
damp hand. There are states of mind 
in which a contact of this kind has a de- 
pressing effect on the vital powers that 
makes us insensible to all the virtues and 
graces of the proprictor of one of these 
life-absorbing organs. When they touch 
us, virtue passes out of us, and we feel as 
if our electricity had been drained by a 
powerful negative battery, carried about 
by an overgrown human torpedo. 

“The Model of all the Virtues” had a 
pair of searching eyes as clear as Wen- 
ham ice; but they were slower to melt 
than that fickle jewelry. Ter features 
disordered themselves slightly at times 
in a surface-smile, but never broke loose 
from their corners and indulged in the 
riotous tumult of a langh.—which, I take 
it, is the mob-law of the features,—and 
propriety the magistrate who reads the 
riot-act. She carried the brimming cup 
of her inestimable virtues with a cau- 
tious, steady hand, and an eye always 
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on them, to see that they did not spill. 
Then she was an admirable judge of 
character. Her mind was a_ perfect 
laboratory of tests and reagents; every 
syllable you put into breath went into 
her intellectual cudiometer, and all your 
thoughts were recorded on litmus-paper. 
I think there has rarely been a more 
admirable woman. Of course, Miss Iris 
was immensely and passionately attached 
to her. Well,—these are two highly 
oxygenated adyverbs,—grateful,—suppose 
we say,—yes,—erateful, dutiful, obedient 
to her wishes for the most part,—perhaps 
not quite up to the concert pitch of such 
a perfect orchestra‘of the virtues. 

We must have a weak spot or two in 
a character before we can love it much. 
People that do not laugh or cry, or take 
more of anything than is good for them, 
or use anything but dictionary-words, are 
admirable subjects for biographies. But 
we don’t always care most for those flat- 
pattern flowers that press best in the her- 
barium. 

This immaculate woman,—why could- 
n't she have a fault or two? Isn't there 
any old whisper which will tarnish that 
wearisome aureole of saintly perfection ? 
Doesn’t she carry a lump of opium in 
her pocket? —Isn’t her cologne-bottle re- 
plenished ofiener than its legitimate use 
would require ? It would be such a com- 
fort ! 

Not for the world would a young crea- 
ture like Iris have let such words escape 
her, or such thoughts pass through her 
mind. Whether at the bottom of her 
soul lies any uneasy consciousness of an 
oppressive presence, it is hard to say, 
until we know more about her. Iris sits 
between the little man and the “ Model 
of all the Virtues,” as the black-coated 
gentleman called her.—I will watch them 


all. 


Here I stop for the present. What 
the Professor said has had to make way 
this time for what he saw and heard. 


And now you may read _ these 
lines, which were written for gentle souls 
who love music, and read in even tones, 
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and, perhaps, with something like a 
smile upon the reader’s lips, at a meet- 
ing where these musical friends had 
gathered. Whether they were written 
with smiles or not, you can guess bet- 
ter after you have read them. 


THE OPENING OF THE PIANO. 


IN the little southern parlor of the house you 
may have seen 

With the gambrel-roof, and the gable looking 
westward to the green, 

At the side toward the sunset, with the window 
on its right, 

Stood the London-made piano I am dreaming 
of to-night. 


Ah me! how I remember the evening when it 
came! 

What a cry of eager voices, what a group of 
cheeks in flame, 

When the wondrous box was opened that had 
come from over seas, 

With its smell of mastic-varnish and its flash 
of ivory keys! 


Then the children all grew fretful in the rest- 
lessness of joy, 

For the boy would push his sister, and the 
sister crowd the boy, 

Till the father asked for quiet in his grave 
paternal way, 

But the mother hushed the tumult with the 
words, “ Now, Mary, play.’ 


For the dear soul knew that music was avery 
sovereign balm; 

She had sprinkled it over Sorrow and seen its 
brow grow calm, 

In the days of slender harpsichords with tap- 
ping tinkling quills, 

Or carolling to her spinet with its thin metal- 
lic thrills. 


So Mary, the household minstrel, who always 
loved to please, 

Sat down to the new * Clementi,” and struck 
the glittering keys. 

Hushed were the children’s voices, and every 
eye grew dim, 

As, floating from lip and finger, arose the 
“ Vesper Hymn.” 


—Catharine, child of a neighbor, curly and 
rosy-red, 

(Wedded since, and a widow,—something like 
ten years dead,) 
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Hearing a gush of music such as none be- 
fore, 

Steals from her mother’s chamber and peeps 
at the open door. 


Just as the “Jubilate’’ in threaded whisper 
dies, 
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—“ Open it! open it, lady!” the little maiden 
cries, 

(For she thought ‘twas a singing creature 
caged in a box she heard,) 

“Open it! open it, lady! and let me see the 
bird!" 


THE UTAH EXPEDITION; 


ITS CAUSES AND CONSEQUENCES. 


Ir General Henry Knox, of Revolu- 
tionary memory, the first Secretary of 
War of the Republic, had dreamed that 
the successor to his portfolio, after an 
interval of seventy years, would recom- 
mend to Congress the purchase of a 
thousand camels for military purposes, 
he would have attributed the fancy to 
excited nerves or a too hearty dinner. 
Had he dreamed, further, that the gro- 
tesque mounted corps was to be employ- 
ed in regions two thousand miles heyond 
the frontier of the Anglo-Saxon pioneer 
of 1789, to guard travel to an actual El 
Dorado, the vision would have appeared 
still more extraordinary. And its absurd- 
ity would have seemed complete, if he 
had fancied the high road of this travel as 
leading through a community essentially 
Oriental in its social and political life, 
which was nevertheless ripening into a 
State of the American Union. Yet if 
General Knox could be roused from his 
graye at Thomaston, he would see the 
dream realized. On the Pacifie lies 
El Dorado; among the fastnesses of the 
Rocky Mountains there is a community 
which blends the voluptuousness of Bag- 
dad with the economy of Cape Cod; and 
within two years a regiment of camel- 
riders will be scouring the Great Amer- 
ican Plains after Cheyennes, Navajoes, 
and Camanches. 

The propagation of the religion of 
which Joseph Smith was the prophet has 
just begun to attract the notice its ex- 
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traordinary success deserves. So long 
as the head of the Mormon Church was 
considered a kind of Mahometan Sam 
Slick, and his associates a crazy rabble, 
it was vain to expect that the whole sect 
could be treated with more attention than 
any of the curiosities in a popular mu- 
seum. But a juster appreciation of the 
constitution of the Mormon community 
begins to prevail, and with it comes a 
conviction that questions are involved in 
its relations to the parent government 
which are not exceeded in importance 
by any that have ever been agitated at 
Washington. Brigham Young no longer 
seems to the American public a religious 
mountebank, only one grade removed 
from the man Orr, who claimed to be the 
veritable Angel Gabriel, and was killed 
in a popular commotion which he had 
himself excited in Dutch Guiana. On 
the contrary, he begins to appear as a 
man of great native strength and scope 
of mind, who understands the phases of 
human character and knows how to avail 
himself of the knowledge, and who has 
acquired spiritual dominion over one hun- 
dred and fifty thousand souls, combined 
with absolute temporal supremacy over 
fifty thousand of the number. 

The situation of the Mormon commu- 
nity in Utah has been peculiarly adapt- 
ed, heretofore, to the eccentricities of its 
inhabitants. Tsolated from Christendom 
on the east and west by plains ineapa- 
ble of settlement for generations to come, 
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and encompassed by mountain-ranges, 
the line of whose summits runs above the 
boundary of eternal snow, it was inde- 
pendent of the influences of Christian 
civilization. No missionary of any Chris- 
tian sect ever attempted to propagate his 
ductrines in Ltah,—nor, perhaps, woulu 
any such propagation have been tolerat- 
ed, had it been attempted. The Mormon 
religion was free to run its own course 
and develop whatever elements it pos- 
sessed of good and evil. When Brigham 
Young and his followers from Nauvoo 
descended the Wahsatch range in the 
summer of 1847, and took up their abode 
around the Great Salt Lake, the avowed 
creed of the Church was different from 
that proclaimed to-day. The secret doc- 
trines entertained by its leaders were 
perhaps the same as at present, but the 
religion of the people was a species of 
mysticism which it is not impossible to 
conceive might commend itself even to 
a refined mind. The existence of polyg- 
amy was officially denied by the highest 
ecclesiastical authority, although we know 
to-day that the denial was a shameless 
lie, and that Joseph Smith, during his 
lifetime, had a plurality of wives, and at 
his death bequeathed them to his succes- 
sor, who already possessed a harem of his 
own. Property was almost equally dis- 
tributed among the people, the leaders 
being as poor as their disciples. In this 
respect at that time they were accustom- 
ed exultantly to compare their condition 
with that of the early Christians. 

Ten years passed, and the change was 
extraordinary. The doctrines of Mor- 
monism, if plainly stated, are no longer 
such as can commend themselves to a 
mind not perverted nor naturally prari- 
ent. Polygamy is inculeated as a relig- 
ious duty, without which dignity in the 
Celestial Kingdom is impossible, and even 
salvation hardly to be obtained. Prop- 
erty is distributed unjustly, the bulk of 
real and personal estate in the Territory 
being vested in the Church and its direc- 
tors, between whom and the mass of the 
population there exists a difference in so- 
cial welfare as wide as between the Rus- 
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sian nobleman and his sert. In brief, the 
Mormons no longer claim to be a Chris- 
tian sect, but assert, and truly, that their 
religion is as distinct from Christianity as 
that is from Mahometanism. Many of 
the doctrines whispered in 1847 only to 
those who had been admitteu to the pen- 
etralia of the Nauvoo Temple are pro- 
claimed unblushingly in 1857 from the 
pulpit in the Tabernacle at Salt Lake 
City. A system of polytheism has been 
ingrafted on the creed, according to 
which there are grades among the Gods, 
there being no Supreme Ruler of all, 
but the primeval Adam of Genesis be- 
ing the deity highest in spiritual rank, 
and Christ, Mahomet, Joseph Smith, and, 
finally, Brigham Young, partaking also 
of divinity. The business of these dei- 
ties in the Celestial Kingdom is the prop- 
agation of souls to people bodies begot- 
ten on earth, and the sexual relation is 
made to permeate every portion of the 
creed as thoroughly as it pervaded the 
religions of ancient Egypt and India. 
In the Endowment House at Salt Lake 
City, secret rites are practised of a char- 
acter similar to the mysteries of the Nile, 
and presided over by Young and Kim- 
ball, two Vermont Yankees, with all the 
solemnity of priests of Isis and Osiris. 
In these rites, which are symbolical of 
the mystery of procreation, both sexes 
participate, clad in loose flowing robes 
of white linen, with cleansed bodies and 
anointed hair. Since the revelation of 
the processes of the Endowment, which 
was first fully made by a young apostate 
named John Iyde, other dissenters, real 
and pretended, have attempted to impose 
on the public exaggerated accounts of 
these ceremonies; but in justice to the 
Mormon Chureh it ought to be said, that 
there is no foundation for the reports that 
they are such as would outrage decency. 
To be sure, an assembiage of members 
of both sexes, clad in white shifts, with 
oiled and dishevelled hair, in a room fit- 
ted up in resemblance of a garden, to 
witness a performance of the allegory of 
Adam and Eye in Eden, which is con- 
ducted so as to be sensually symbolie, is 
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not suggestive of refined ideas; but it is 
necessary to take into consideration the 
character both of performers and wit- 
nesses, which is not distinguished in any 


way by delicacy. 


According to their 


standard of morality and taste, the rites 
of the Endowment are devoid of immod- 


esty. 


In their political bearing, however, 
they are more important, and justly lia- 


ble to the severest censure. 


It is estab- 


lished beyond question, that the initiated, 
clad in the preposterous costume before 
described, take an oath, in the presence 
of their Spiritual Head, to cherish eternal 
enmity towards the government of the 
United States until it shall have avenged 
the death of their prophet, Joseph Smith. 
And this ceremony is not a mere empty 
form of words. Is is an oath, the spirit of 
which the Endowed carry into their daily 
life and all their relations with the Gentile 
In it lies the root of the evasion, 
and finally subversion, of Federal author- 
ity which occasioned the recent military 


world. 


expedition to Utah. 


When the Territory was organized in 
1850, the government at Washington, 
acting on an imperfect knowledge of the 


nature of Mormonism, conferred the. 
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mendation to President Pierce for the re- 
appointment of Brigham Young. This 
was the result of his winter's residence, 
during which he and some of his fellow- 
officers were feasted to their stomachs’ 
content, and entirely careless concerning 
the political condition of the Territory. 
Late in the spring, he marched away to 
California, after having expressed to the 
President that it was “his unqualified 


opinion, based on personal acquaintance, 
that Brigham Young is [was] the most 
suitable person for the office of Gover- 
nor.” Brigham’s views of the winter’s 
proceedings, on the other hand, were ex- 
pressed in a sermon preached in the 
Tabernacle, the Sunday after the depart- 
ure of the Lieutenant-Colonel, in which 
he repeated his declaration of three years 
previous :— 

“Tam, and will be, governor, and no 
power can hinder it, until the Lord Al- 
mighty says, ‘ Brigham, you need not be 
governor any longer.” And he added, 
—*I do not know what I shall say next 
winter, if such men make their appear- 
ance here as some last winter. I know 
what I think T shall say; if they play the 


same game n, let the women be ever 
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In the mean while, however, a change 
of national administration had taken 
place, and General Pierce had been suc- 
ceeded by Mr. Buchanan. For nearly 
three years the country had been con- 
vulsed by an agitation of the Slavery 
question, originating with Senator Doug- 
las, which culminated in the Presidential 
election of 1856. The Utah question, 
grave though it was, was forgotten in the 
excitement concerning Kansas, or re- 
membered only by the Republican par- 
ty, as enabling them to stigmatize more 
pungently the political theories of the Hli- 
nois Senator, by coupling polygamy and 
slavery, “twin relics of barbarism,” in 
the resolution of their Philadelphia Plat- 
form against Squatter Sovereignty. In 
the lull which succeeded the election, 
Mr. Buchanan had leisure, at Wheat- 
land, to draft a programme for his in- 
coming administration. His paramount. 
idea was to gag the North and induce 
Ler to forget that she had been robbed 
of her birthright, by forcing on the at- 
tention of the country other quest‘ons of 
absorbing interest. One of the most ob- 
vious of these was supplied by the con- 
dition of affairs in Utah. It had been 
satisfactorily established, that the Mor- 
mons, acting under the influence of lead- 
ers to whom they seemed to have sur- 
rendered their judgment, refused to be 
controlled by any other authority ; that 
they had been ‘often advised to obe- 
dience, and these friendly counsels had 
been answered with defiance; that offi- 
cers of the Federal Government had 
Leen driven from the Territory for no 
offence except an effort to do their sworn 
duty, while others had been prevented 
from going there by threats of assassina- 
tion; that judges had been interrupted 
in the performance of their functions, and 
the records of their courts seized, and 
cither destroyed or concealed ; and, final- 
ly, that many other acts of unlawful vio- 
lence had been perpetrated, and the 
right to repeat them openly claimed 
by the leading inhabitants, with at least 
the silent acquiescence of nearly all the 
rest of the population. In view of these 
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facts, Mr. Buchanan determined to su- 
persede Brigham Young in the office of 
Governor, and to send to Utah a strong 
military force to sustain the new appoin- 
tee in the exercise of his authority. 

The rumors of the impending expedi- 
tion reached the Mormons at the very 
moment they were prepared to apply to 
Congress for admission as a State. A 
Constitution had been framed by a Con- 
vention assembled without the sanction 
of an enabling act, and was intrusted to 
George A. Smith and John Taylor, two 
of the Twelve Apostles of the Church, for 
presentation to Congress. These men, 
both of them of more than ordinary abil- 
ity, helped to present the Mormon side 
of the question to the country through 
the newspapers, during the winter of 
1856-7. The essence of their vindica- 
tion was, that the character of some of 
the Federal officers who had been sent 
to Utah was objectionable in the ex- 
treme; but, granting the truth of all their 
statements on this subject, they supplied 
no excuse for the utter subversion of 
Federal authority in the Territory. Their 
narrative, however, formed a most spicy 
chapter in the annals of official scandal. 
The three United States judges, Kinney, 
Drummond, and Stiles, were presented 
to the public stripped of all judicial sane- 
tity ;—Kinney, the Chief Justice, as the 
keeper of a grocery-store, dance-room, 
and boarding-house, enforcing the bills 
for food and lodging against his brethren 
of the law by expulsion from the bar in 
case of non-payment, and so tenacious 
of life, that, before departing from the 
Territory, he solicited and received from 
Brigham Young a patriarchal blessing ; 
Drummond, as an amorous horse-jockey, 
who had taken to Utah, as his mistress, 
a drab from Washington, and seated her 
beside him once upon the bench of the 
court; Stiles as himself a Mormon, so 
far as the possession of two wives could 
make him one. From the early days of 
Joseph Smith, his disciples have never 
minced their language, and they expend- 
ed their whole vocabulary now on such 
themes as have been cited, proving, to 


1859.] 


the satisfaction of everybody, that, in re- 
spect to the judiciary, they had indeed 
had just cause for complaint. The mis- 
sion of Smith and Taylor failed, as might 
have been expected,—the Chairman of 
the Committee on Territories, Mr. Grow, 
of Pennsylvania, refusing even to present 
their Constitution to the House,—and 
they prepared to return to Utah. 

A month or two later, Mr. Buchanan 
was inaugurated, and preparations for 
the Utah Expedition were immediately 
ordered. In the first place, an opinion 
was solicited from General Scott as to the 
feasibility of the undertaking antil the 
next year. That distinguished soldier 
gave a decision adverse to the immediate 
dispatch of the expedition. He consider- 
ed that the arrangements necessary to be 
made were so extensive, and the distances 
from which the regiments must be concen- 
trated so great, that the wiser plan was to 
consume the year in getting everything 
in readiness for the troops to march from 
the frontier early in the spring of 1858, 
Tt would have been well, had his advice 
prevailed ; but it was overruled, and the 
preparations for the expedition were com- 
menced. The troops detailed for the ser- 
vice were the Fifth Infantry, then busy 
fighting Billy Bowlegs among the ever- 
glades of Florida,—the Tenth Infantry, 
which was stationed at the forts in Upper 
Minnesota,—the Second Dragoons, which 
was among the forces assembled at Fort 
Leavenworth, to be used, if necessary, 
in Kansas, at the requisition of Gover- 
nor Walker,—and Phelps’s light-artillery 
battery, the same which so distinguish- 
ed itself at Buena Vista, under the com- 
mand of Captain Washington. An ord- 
nance-battery, also, was organized for 
the purposes of the expedition. Brevet 
Brigadier-General Harney was assigned 
to the command-in-chief, an officer of a 
rude force of character, amounting often 
to brutality, and careless as to those de- 
tails of military duty which savor more 
of the accountant’s inkstand than of the 
drum and fife, but ambitious, active, and 
well acquainted with the character of the 
service for which he was detailed. He 
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was, at the time, in command in Kansas, 
subject in a measure to the will of Gov- 
ernor Walker. 

The whole number of troops under 
orders for the expedition was hardly 
twenty-five hundred, but from this total 
no estimate can be predicated of the 
enormous quantities of commissary stores 
and munitions of war necessary to be 
dispatched to sustain it. It was thought 
advisable to send a supply for cighteen 
months, so that the trains exceeded in 
magnitude those which would accompany 
an army of twenty thousand in ordinary 
operations on the European continent, 
where dépéts could be established along 
the line of march. To appreciate such 
preparations, it is necessary to under- 
stand the character of the country to be 
traversed between the Missouri River 
and the Great Salt Lake. 

The route selected for the march was 
along the emigrant road across the Plains, 
first defined fifty years ago by trappers 
and voyageurs following the trail by which 
the buffalo crossed the mountains, de- 
scribed by Lieutenant-Colonel Fremont, 
in the reports of his earlier explorations, 
and subsequently adopted by all the 
overland emigration across the continent. 
It is, perhaps, the most remarkable natu- 
ral road in the world. The hand of man 
could hardly add an improvement to the 
highway along which, from the Missouri 
to the Great Basin, Nature has presented 
not a single obstacle to the progress of the 
heaviest loaded teams. From the fron- 
tier, at Fort Leavenworth, it sweeps over 
a broad rolling prairie to the Platte, a 
river shallow, but of great width, whose 
course is as straight as an arrow. Pur- 
suing the river-bottom more than three 
hundred miles, to the Black Ilills, steep 
mounds dotted with dark pines and ce- 
dars, it enters the broad belt of moun- 
tainous country which terminates in the 
rim of the Basin. Following thence the 
North Fork of the Platte, and its tribu- 
tary, the Sweetwater,—so named by an 
old French trapper, who had the misfor- 
tune to upset a load of sugar into the 
stream,—it emerges from the Black Hills 
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into scenery of a different character. 
On the northern bank of the Sweetwater 
are the Rattlesnake Mountains, huge ex- 
crescences of rock, blistering out of an 
arid plain; on the southern bank, the 
hills which bear the name of the river, 
and are only exaggerations of the bluils 
along the Platte. The dividing ridge be- 
tween the waters of the Atlantic and Pa- 
cific is reached in the South Pass, at the 
foot of a spur of the Wind River range, 
a group of gigantic mountains, whose 
peaks reach three thousand feet above 
the line of perpetual snow. There the 
emigrant strikes his tent in the morning 
on the banks of a rivulet which finds its 
way, through the Platte, Missouri, and 
Mississippi, into the Gulf of Mexico,— 
and pitches it, at his next camp, upon 
a little creek which trickles into Green 
River, and at last, through the Colorado, 
into the Gulf of California. Not far dis- 
tant spring the fountains of the Columbia. 
A level table-land extends to the fords of 
Green River, a clear and rapid stream, 
whose entire course has never yet been 
mapped by an intelligent explorer. Here 
the road becomes entangled again among 
mountains, and winds its way over steep 
ridges, across foaming torrents, and 
through cafions so narrow that only noon- 
day sunshine penetrates their depths, un- 
til it emerges, through a rocky gate in 
the great barrier of the Wahsatch range, 
upon the bench above Salt Lake City, 
twelve hundred miles from Fort Leavy- 
enworth. ‘The view at this point, from 
the mouth of Emigration Cafon, is en- 
chanting. The sun, sinking through a 
cloudless western sky, silvers the long 
line of the lake, which is visible twenty 
niles away. Beyond the city the River 
Jordan winds quietly through the plain. 
Below the gazer are roots and cupolas, 
shady streets, neat gardens, and fields of 
ripening grain. The mountains, which 
bound the horizon on every side, except 
where a wavering stream of heated air 
shows the beginning of the Great Desert, 
are tinged with a soft purple haze, in an- 
ticipation of the sunset, but every patch of 
green grass on their slopes glows through 
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it like an emerald, while along the sum- 
mits runs an undulating thread of snow. 

Throughout this vast line of road, the 
only white inhabitants are the garrisons 
of the military posts, the keepers of’ mail- 
stations, and voyayeurs and mountaineers, 
Whose cabins may be found in every lo- 
cality favorable to Indian trade. These 
last are a singular race of men, fast dis- 
appearing, like the Indian and the buf 
falo, their neighbors. Most of them are 
of French extraction, and some have died 
without having learned to speak a word 
of English. Their wealth consists in cat- 
tle and horses, and little stocks of goods 
which they purchase from the sutlers at the 
forts or the merchants at Salt Lake City. 
Some of the more considerable among ~ 
them have the means of sending to the 
States for an annual supply of blankets, 
beads, vermilion, and other stuff for Indian 
traffic; but the most are thrifiless, and all 
are living in concubinage or marriage 
with squaws, and surrounded by troops of 
unwashed, screeching halfbreeds. Once 
in from three to six years, they will make 
a journey to St. Louis, and gamble away 
so much of their savings since the last 
visit as has escaped being wasted over 
greasy card-tables during the long win- 
ter-evenings among the mountains. The 
Indian tribes along the way are numer- 
ous and formidable, the road passing 
through country occupied by Pawnees, 
Cheyennes, Sioux, Arapahoes, Crows, 
Snakes, and Utahs. With the Cheyennes 
war had been waged by the United States 
for more than two years, which interfered 
seriously with the expedition; for, during 
the month of June, a war-party from that 
tribe intercepted and dispersed the herd 
of beefeattle intended for the use of the 
army. 

The natural characteristics of the en- 
tire route are as unpromising as those of 
its inhabitants. At the distance of about 
two hundred miles from the Missouri 
frontier the soil becomes so pervaded 
by sand, that only scientific agriculture 
ean render it available. Along the Platte 
there is no fuel. Not a tree is visible, 
except the thin fringe of cottonwoods on 
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the margin of the river, all of which upon 
the south bank, where the road runs, were 
hewed down and burned at every con- 
venient camp, during the great Califor- 
nia emigration. When the Rocky Moun- 
tains are entered, the only vegetation 
found is bunch-grass, so called because it 
grows in tufts,—and the artemisia, or wild 
sage, an odorous shrub, which sometimes 
attains the magnitude of a tree, with a 
fibrous trunk as thick as a man’s thigh, 
but is ordinarily a bush about two feet 
in height. The bunch-grass, grown at 
such an elevation, possesses extraordina- 
ry nutritive properties, even in midwin- 
ter. About the middle of January a 
new growth is developed underneath 
the snow, forcing off the old dry blade 
that ripened and shed its seed the pre- 
vious summer. From Fort Kearney to 
Fort Laramie, almost the only fuel to be 
obtained is the dung of buffalo and oxen, 
called, in the vocabulary of the region, 
“ chips,”’—the argal of the Tartar deserts. 
Among the mountains the sage is the 
chief material of the traveller’s fire. It 
burns with a lively, ruddy flame, and 
gives out an intense heat. In the settle- 
ments of Utah all the wood consumed is 
hauled from the cafions, which are usu- 
ally lined with pines, firs, and cedars, 
while the broadsides of the mountains are 
nothing but terraces of voleanic rock. 
The price of wood in Salt Lake City is 
from twelve to twenty dollars a cord. 

From this brief review of the natural 
features of the country, some idea may 
be formed of the intensity of the religious 
enthusiasm which has induced fifty thou- 
sand Mormon converts to traverse it,— 
many of them on foot and trundling hand- 
carts,—to seek a home among the val- 
leys of Utah. in a region hardly more pro- 
pitious ; and some idea, also, of the difli- 
culties which were to attend the march 
of the army. 

During the spring of 1857, the prepa- 
rations for the expedition were hurried 
forward, and in June the whole force 
was collected at Fort Leavenworth. All 
Western Missouri was in a ferment. The 
river foamed with steamboats freighted 
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with military stores, and the levee at 
Leavenworth City was covered all sum- 
mer long with the frames of wagons. Be- 
tween the 18th and the 24th of July, all 
the detachments of the little army were 
on the march, except a battalion of two 
companies of infantry, which had been 
unable to join their regiment at the time 
it moved from Minnesota, and the Sec- 
ond Dragoons, which Governor Walker 
retained in Kansas to overawe the uneasy 
people of the town of Lawrence. Gen- 
eral Harney also tarried in Kansas, in- 
tending to wait until after the October 
election there, at which disturbances were 
anticipated that it might be necessary to 
quell by force. 

At Washington, movements of equal 
importance were taking place. The 
Postmaster-General, in June, annulled 
the contract held by certain Mormons 
for the transportation of the monthly 
mail to Utah, ostensibly on account of 
non-performance of the service within 
the stipulated time, but really because he 
was satisfied that the mails were violated, 
either en roufe or after arrival at’ Salt 
Lake City. The office of Governor of 
the Territory was offered by the Presi- 
dent to various persons, and finally ac- 
cepted, July 11th, by Alfred Cumming, 
a brother of the Cumming of Georgia who 
fought multitudinous duels with McDuffie 
of South Carolina, all of which both par- 
ties survived. Mr. Cumming had been 
a sutler during the Mexican War, and 
more recently a Superintendent of In- 
dian Affairs on the Upper Missouri. He 
was reputed to be a gentleman of edu- 
cation, ambition, and executive ability. 
The office of Chief Justice was conferred 
on Judge D. R. Eckels, of Indiana, a per- 
son well fitted for the position by the 
circumstances of his early life, of the ut- 
most determination, and whose judicial, 
integrity was above suspicion. 

The news of the stoppage of the mail 
reached Salt Lake Valley July 24th, an 
eventful anniversary in the history of 
Mormonism. It was on the 24th of July, 
1847, that Brigham Young entered the 
Valley from the East, and the day had 
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always afterwards been kept as a holiday 
of the Church. On this occasion, the cel- 
ebration was held in Cottonwood Caiion, 
one of the wildest and grandest gorges 
among the Wahsatch Mountains, opening 
at the foot of the Twin Peaks, about twen- 
ty miles southeast from Salt Lake City. 
Thither more than twenty-five hundred 
people had flocked from the city on the 
previous day, and prepared to hold their 
festival under bowers built of fragrant 
pines and cedars around a little lake far 
up among the mountains. During the 
afternoon of the 24th, while they were 
engaged in music, dancing, and every 
manner of lively sport, two dusty mes- 
sengers rode up the cafion, bringing from 
the States the news of the stoppage of 
the mail and of the approaching march 
of the troops. This mode of announce- 
ment was probably preconcerted with 
Brigham Young, who was undoubtedly 
aware of the facts on the preceding day. 
A scene of the maddest confusion ensued, 
which was heightened by the inflamma- 
tory speeches of the Mormon leaders. 
Young reminded the fanatical throne, 
that, ten years ago that very day, he had 
said, “ Give us ten years of peace and we 
will ask no odds of the United States”; 
and he added, that the ten years had 
passed, and now they asked no odds,—that 
they constituted henceforth a free and 
independent state, to be known no lon- 
ger as Utah, but by their own Mormon 
name of Deseret. Kimball, the second 
in authority in the Church, called on the 
people to adhere to Brigham, as their 
“prophet, seer, and revelator, priest, gov- 
ernor, and king.” The sun set on the 
first overt act in the rebellion. The fa- 
naties, wending their way back to the city, 
across the broad plain, in the moonlight, 
were ready to follow wherever Brigham 
Young might choose to lead. 

On the succeeding Sundays the spirit 
of rebellion was breathed from the pul- 
pit in language yet more intemperate, 
and often profane and obscene. Military 
preparations were made with the ereat- 
est bustle ; and the Nauvoo Legion—un- 
der which name, transplanted from II- 
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Iinois, the militia were organized—was 
drilled daily in the streets of the city. 
The martial fervor ran so high that even 
the boys paraded with wooden spears 
and guns, and the little ragamuffins were 
inspected and patted on the head by 
venerable and veritable Fathers of the 
Church. + 

Tn total ignorance that the standard of 
rebellion had already been raised, Gen- 
eral Harney, in the beginning of August, 
detached Captain Van Vliet, the Quarter- 
master on his staff, to proceed rapidly to 
Utah to make arrangements for the re- 
ception of the army in the Valley. He 
passed the troops in the vicinity of Fort 
Laramie. About thirty miles west of 
Green River he was met by a party of 
Mormons, who escorted him, accompa- 
nied only by his servant, to the city. 
There he was politely treated, but in- 
formed that his mission would be fruitless, 
for the Mormon people were determined 
to resist the ingress of the troops. Ata 
meeting in the Tabernacle, at which the 
Captain was present on the platform, 
when Brigham Young called on the au- 
dience for an expression of opinion, every 
hand was raised in favor of the policy of 
resistance, and in expression of willing- 
ness, if it should become necessary, to 
abandon harvest and homestead, retreat 
with the women to the mountains, and 
wage there a war of extermination. They 
took pains to conduct the Captain through 
the well-kept gardens and blooming fields, 
to show him their household comforts, the 
herds of cattle, the stacks of hay and grain, 
and all their public improvements, in or- 
der to present a contrast between such 
plenty and prosperity and such a scene 
of desolation as they depicted. Profound- 
ly impressed by the devotion of the peo- 
ple to their leaders, he started on his re- 
turn, accompanied by Mr. Bernhisel, the 
Mormon delegate to Congress. Two days 
after he left the city, a proclamation was 
issued by Young, in his capacity of Goy- 
ernor, in which the army was denounced 
as a mob and forbidden to enter the Ter- 
ritory, and the people of Utah were sum- 
moned to arms to repel its advance. 
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When this document reached the troops, 
they had already crossed the Territorial 
line, and were prepared for its reception 
by the report of Captain Van Vliet as he 
passed them on his return to the States. 
Their position was embarrassing. In the 
absenee of General Harney, each separate 
detachment constituted an independent 
command. The senior officer present was 
Colonel Alexander, of the Tenth Infantry, 
a thorough soldier in the minutiz of his 
profession, and distinguished by gallantry 
during the Mexican War. He resolved, 
very properly, in view of his seniority, 
to assume the command-in-chief until 
General Harney should arrive from the 
East. On the 27th of September, before 
the proclamation was received, the first 
division of the army crossed Green River, 
having accomplished a march of a thou- 
sand miles in little more than two months. 
That same night it hastened forwards thir- 
ty miles to Ham’s Fork,—a confluent of 
Black’s Fork, which empties into Green 
River,—where several supply-trains were 
gathered, upon which there was danger 
that the Mormons would make an attack. 
The other divisions followed within the 
week, and the whole force was concen- 
trated. On the night of October Sth, after 
the last division had crossed the river, two 
supply-trains, of twenty-five wagons each, 
were captured and burned just on the 
bank of the stream, by a party of mount- 
ed Mormons led by a man named Lot 
Smith, and the next morning another 
train was destroyed by the same party, 
twenty miles farther east, on the Big San- 
dy, in Oregon Territory. The teamsters 
were disarmed and dismissed, and the 
cattle stolen. No blood was shed; not a 
shot fired. Immediately upon the news 
of this attack reaching Ham's Fork, Col- 
onel Alexander, who had then assumed 
the command-in-chief, dispatched Captain 
Marcy, of the Fifth Infantry, with four 
hundred men, to afford assistance to the 
trains, and punish the aggressors, if pos- 
sible. But when the Captain reached 
Green River, all that was visible near 
the little French trading-post was two 
broad, black rings on the ground, be- 
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strewn with iron chains and bolts, where 
the wagons had been burned in corral. 
He was able to do nothing except to send 
orders to the other trains on the road 
to halt, concentrate, and await the escort 
of Brevet Colonel Smith, of the Tenth In- 
fantry, who had started from the frontier 
in August with the two companies men- 
tioned as having been left behind in 
Minnesota, and by rapid marches had 
already reached the Sweetwater. The 
condition of affairs at this moment was 
indeed critical. By the folly of Gov- 
ernor Walker’s movements in Kansas the 
expedition was deprived of its mounted 
force, and consisted entirely of infantry 
and artillery. The Mormon marauding 
parties, on the contrary, which it now 
became evident were hovering on every 
side, were all well mounted and tolerably 
well armed. The loss of’ three trains more 
would reduce the troops to the verge of 
starvation before spring, in ease of ina- 
bility to reach Salt Lake Valley. Noth- 
ing was heard frem General Harney, and 
im his absence no one possessed instruc- 
tions adequate to the emergency. 

To understand the movements which 
followed, it is necessary to describe brief- 
ly the topography of the country between 
Green River and the Great Salt Lake. 
The entire interval, one hundred and 
fifty miles in breadth, is filled with 
groups and chains of mountains, the di- 
rect route through which to Salt Lake 
City lies along water-courses, following 
them through cafions so narrow that lit- 
tle science is necessary to render the 
natural defences impregnable. In this 
respect, and in the general character of 
the scenery, it bears much resemblance 
to the Tyrol. In the narrowest of these 
gorges, Echo Cajon, twenty-five miles in 
length, whose walls of rock often ap- 
proach within a stone’s throw of each 
other, it became known that the Mor- 
mons were erecting breastworks and dig- 
ging ditches, by means of which they ex- 
pected to be able to submerge the road 
to the depth of several feet, for miles. 
The only known mode of avoiding a 
passage through this gorge was by a cir- 
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cuitous route, following the eastern slope 
of the rim of the Great Basin north- 
ward, miore than a hundred miles, to Soda 
Springs, at the northern bend of Bear 
River, the principal tributary of the Salt 
Lake,—then crossing the rim along the 
course of the river, and pursuing its val- 
ley southward, and that of the Roseaux 
or Malade, into Salt Lake Valley. The 
distance of Salt Lake City from the camp 
on Ham's Fork was by this route neaf- 
ly three hundred miles—while the dis- 
tance by the road past Fort Bridger, 
through the cafons, was less than one 
hundred and fifty miles. At that fort, 
about twenty miles west from the en- 
campment of the army, the Mormon ma- 
rauding parties had their head-quarters 
and principal’ dépét. It was there that 
Colonel Alexander was ordered, about 
this time, by Brigham Young, to surrender 
his arms to the Mormon Quartermaster- 
General, on which condition and an agree- 
ment to depart eastward early the follow- 
ing spring, he and his troops should be 
fed during the winter; otherwise, Young 
added, they would perish from hunger 
and cold, and rot among the mountains. 
In his perplexity, Colonel Alexander call- 
ed a council of war, and, with its approv- 
al, resolyed to commence a march to- 
wards Soda Springs, leaving Fort Bridg- 
er unmolested on his left. For more than 
a fortnight the army toiled along Ham’s 
Fork, cutting a road through thickets of 
greasewood and wild sage, incumbered 
by a train of such unwieldy length that 
often the adyance-guard reached its 
camp at night before the rear-cuard had 
moved from the camp of the preceding 
day, and harassed by Mormon maraud- 
ing parties from the Fort, which hung 
about the flanks out of the reach of 
rifle-shot, awaiting opportunities to de- 
scend on unprotected wagons and cattle. 
The absence of dragoons prevented a 
dispersion of these banditti. Some com- 
panies of infantry were, indeed, mounted 
on mules, and-sent to pursue them, but 
these only excited their derision. The 
Mormons nicknamed them “ jackass cay- 
alry.” Their only exploit was the eap- 
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ture of a Mormon major and his adju- 
tant, on whose person were found orders 
issued by D. If. Wells, the Commanding 
General of the Nauvoo Legion, to the 
various detachments of marauders, di- 
recting them to burn the whole country 
before the army and on its flanks, to 
keep it from sleep by night surprises, to 
stampede its animals and set fire to its 
trains, to blockade the road by felling 
trees and destroying river-fords, but to 
take no life. On the 13th of October, 
eight hundred oxen were cut off from 
the rear of the army and driven to Salt 
Lake Valley. Thus the weary column 
toiled along until it reached the spot 
where it expected to be joined by Col- 
onel Smith's battalion, about fifty miles 
up Ham’s Fork. The very next day 
snow fell to the depth of more than a 
foot. Disheartened, vacillating, and per- 
plexed, Colonel Alexander called anoth- 
er council of war, and, acting on its judg- 
ment, resolved to retrace his steps. An 
express reached him that same day, from 
Colonel Smith, by which he was inform- 
ed of the approach of Colonel Albert S. 
Johnston, of the Second Cavalry, who had 
been detailed to take command of the 
expedition in the place of General Har- 
ney, and now sent orders that the troops 
should return to Black’s Fork, where he 
proposed to concentrate the entire army. 

During the month of August, it hay- 
ing become evident that General Harney 
was reluctant to proceed to Utah, antici- 
pating a brighter field for military dis- 
tinction in Kansas, Colonel Johnston was 
summoned from Texas to’ Washington 
and there ordered to hasten to take com- 
mand of the expedition. On the 17th 
of September, he left Fort Leavenworth, 
and by rapid travel overtook Colonel 
Smith while he was engaged in collecting 
the trains which he intended to escort to 
the main body. On the 27th of October, 
the column moved forwards. The escort 
had been reinforced by a squadron of dra 
goons from Fort Laramie, but its entire 
strength was less than three hundred 
men, a number obviously insufficient to 
defend a line of wagons six miles in 
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length. An attack by the Mormons was 
expected every day, but none was made ; 
and on the 3d of November, the whole 
army, with its munitions, supplies, and 
commander, was concentrated on Black’s 
Fork. Colonel Alexander had arrived 
at the place of rendezvous some days 
previously, being no nearer Salt Lake 
City November 3d than he had been 
a month before. The country was coy- 
ered with snow, winter having fairly set 
in among the mountains, the last pound 
of forage was exhausted, and the cattle 
and mules were little more than ani- 
mated skeletons. 

Colonel Johnston had already deter- 
mined, while in the South Pass, that it 
would be impracticable to cross the Wah- 
satch range until spring, and shaped his 
arrangements accordingly. He resolved 
to establish winter-quarters in the vicinity 
of Fort Bridger, and on the 6th of Novem- 
ber the advance towards that post com- 
menced. The day was memorable in the 
history of the expedition. Sleet poured 
down upon the column from morning till 
night. On the previous evening, five 
hundred cattle had been stampeded by 
the Mormons, in consequence of which 
some trains were unable to move at all. 
After struggling along till nightfall, the 
regiments camped wherever they could 
find shelter under bluffs or among wil- 
lows. That night more than five hun- 
dred animals perished from hunger and 
cold, and the next morning the camp 
was encircled by their carcasses, coated 
with a film of ice. It was a scene which 
could be paralleled only in the retreat 
of the French from Moscow. Had there 
been any doubt before concerning the 
practicability of an immediate advance 
beyond Fort Bridger, none existed any 
longer. It was the 16th of November 
-when the vanguard reached that post, 
which the Mormons had abandoned the 
week before. Nearly a fortnight had 
been consumed in accomplishing less 
than thirty miles. 

Tt is time to return to the States and 
record what had been transpiring there, 
in connection with the expedition, while 
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the army was staggering towards its per- 
manent winter-camp. The only one of 
the newly-appointed civil officials who 
was present with the troops was Judge 
Eckels, who had Jeft his home in Indiana 
immediately after receiving his appoint- 
ment, and started across the Plains with 
his own conveyance. Near Fort Lara- 
mie he was oyertaken by Colonel Smith, 
whom he accompanied in his progress to 
the main body. Governor Cumming, in 
the mean while, dilly-dallied in the East, 
travelling from St. Louis to Washington 
and back again, begging for an increase 
of salary, for a sum of money to be plac- 
ed at his disposal for secret service, and 
for transportation to the Territory,—all 
which requests, except the last, were de- 
nied. Towards the close of September, 
he arrived at Fort Leavenworth. Gov- 
ernor Walker had, by this time, released 
his hold on the dragoons, and, notwith- 
standing the advanced period of the sea- 
son, they were preparing to march to 
Utah. The Governor and most of the 
other civil oflicers delayed until they 
started, and travelled in their company. 
The march was attended with the sever- 
est hardships. When they reached the 
Rocky Mountains, the snow lay from one 
to three feet deep on the loftier ridges 
which they were obliged to cross. The 
struggle with the elements, during the 
last two hundred miles before gaining 
Fort Bridger, was desperate. Nearly a 
third of the horses died from cold, hun- 
ger, and fatigue; everything that could 
be spared was thrown out to lighten 
the wagons, and the road was strewn 
with military accoutrements from the 
Rocky Ridge to Green River. On the 
20th of November, Colonel Cooke reach- 
ed the camp with a command entirely 
incapacitated for active service. 

The place selected by Colonel John- 
ston for the winter-quarters of the army 
was on the bank of Black’s Fork, about 
two miles above Fort Bridger, on a spot 
sheltered by high bluffs which rise ab- 
ruptly from the bottom at a distance of 
five or six hundred yards from the chan- 
nel of the stream. The banks of the 
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Fork were fringed with willow brush and 
cottonwood trees, blasted in some places 
where tRe Mormons had attempted to de- 
prive the troops of fuel. The trees were 
fortunately too green to burn, and the fire 
swept through acres, doing no more dam- 
age than to consume the dry leaves and 
char the bark. The water of the Fork, 
clear and pure, rippled noisily over a 
stony bed between two unbroken walls 
of ice. The civil officers of the Terrt 
tory fixed their quarters in a little nook 
in the wood above the military camp. 
The Colonel, anticipating a change of 
encampment, determined not to construct 
quarters of logs or sod for the army. A 
new species of tent, which had just been 
introduced, was served out for its win- 
ter dwellings. An iron tripod support- 
ed a pole from the top of which de- 
pended a slender but strong hoop. At- 
tached to this, the canvas sloped to the 
ground, forming a tent in the shape of a 
regular cone. The opening at the top 
eaused a draught, by means of which a 
fire could be kept up beneath the tripod 
without choking the inmates with smoke. 
An Indian lodge had evidently been the 
model of the inventor. Most of the civil 
officers, however, dug square holes in the 
ground, over which they built log huts, 
plastering the cracks with mud. Their 
little town they named Eckelsviile, after 
the Chief Justice. A dépét for all the 
military stores was established at Fort 
Bridger, where a strong detachment was 
encamped. At the time of its occupa- 
tion, the Fort consisted merely of two 
stone walls, one twenty, the other about 
ten feet in height, inclosing quadrangles 
fifty paces long and forty broad. These 
walls were built of cobble-stones cement- 
ed with mortar. Half-a-dozen cannon- 
balls would have knocked them to pieces, 
although they constituted a formidable de- 
fence against infantry. When the Mor- 
mons evacuated the post, they burned all 
the buildings inside these quadrangles. 
Colonel Johnston proceeded to set up 
additional defences for the dépdt, and 
within a month two lunettes were com- 
pleted with ditches and chevaur-de-frise, 
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in each of which was mounted a piece 
of artillery. 

The work of unloading tke trains com- 
menced, and after careful computation 
the Chief Commissary determined, that, 
by an abridgment of the ration, diminish- 
ing the daily issue of flour, and issuing 
bacon only once a week, his supplies 
would last until the first of June. All 
the beef cattle intended for the use of the 
army having been intercepted by the 
Cheyennes, it became necessary to kill 
those draught oxen for beef, which had 
survived the march. Shambles were 
erected, to which the poor half-starved 
animals were driven by hundreds to be 
butchered. The flesh was jerked and 
stored carefully in cabins built for the 
purpose. 

The business of loading the trains had 
been carelessly performed at Fort Leaven- 
worth. In this respect the quartermaster 
who superintended the work might have 
learned a lesson from the experience of 
the British in the Crimea. But, unwilling 
to take the trouble to assign to each train 
a proportionate quantity of all the articles 
to be transported, he had packed one af 
ter another with just such things as lay 
most conveniently at hand. ‘The conse- 
quence was, that in the wagons which 
were burned were contained all the 
mechanics’ implements, stationery, and 
horse-medicines, although the loss of the 
latter was not to be regretted. The rest 
of their contents was mostly flour and 
bacon. Had the Mormons burned the 
next three trains upon the road, they 
would have destroyed all the clothing 
intended for the expedition. As it was, 
upon searching those trains, only one 
hundred and fifty pairs of boots and 
shoes and six hundred pairs of stockings 
were found provided for an army of two 
thousand men, and some of the soldiers 
already had nothing but moccasins to 
cover their feet, with the thermometer at 
16° below zero,—while there were found 
one thousand leather neck-stocks and 
three thousand bed-sacks, articles totally 
useless. “How not to do it” had evi- 
dently been the motto of the Quarter 
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master’s Department. The ample sup- 
plies of some articles were rendered un- 
available by deficiencies in other articles 
equally necessary. In some of its ar- 
rangements it seemed to have proceeded 
on the presumption that there would be 
an armed collision, while in others the 
probability of such an event was entire- 
ly disregarded. One wagon was loaded 
wholly with boiling-kettles, but there was 
no brine to boil, and at the close of No- 
vember not a pound of salt remained in 
the camp. 

One of the first and most important 
of Colonel Johnston’s duties was to pro- 
vide for the keeping, during the winter, 
of the mules and horses which survived. 
On Black’s Fork there was no grass for 
their support. It had either been burn- 
ed by the Mormons or consumed by their 
cavalry. He decided to send them all 
to Henry's Fork, thirty-five miles south 
of Fort Bridger, where he had at one 
time designed to encamp with the whole 
army. The regiment of dragoons was 
detailed to guard them. A supply of 
fresh animals for transportation in the 
spring was his next care. The settle- 
ments in New Mexico are less than seven 
hundred miles distant from Fort Bridger, 
and to them he resolved to apply. Cap- 
tain Marcy was the officer selected to 
lead in the arduous expedition. He had 
been previously distinguished in the ser- 
vice by a thorough exploration of the 
Red River of Louisiana. Accompanied 
by only thirty-five picked men, all volun- 
teers, and by two guides, he started for 
Taos, November 27th,—an undertaking 
from which, at that season of the year, 
the most experienced mountaineers would 
have shrunk. A party was dispatched 
at the same time to the Flathead coun- 
try, in Oregon and Washington Territo- 
ries, to procure horses to remount the 
dragoons, and to induce the traders in 
that region to drive cattle down to Fort 
Bridger for sale. 

On the day of Captain Marey’s de- 
parture, Governor Cumming issued a 
proclamation, declaring the Territory to 
be in a state of rebellion, and command- 
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ing the traitors to lay down their arms 
and return to their homes. It announced, 
also, that proceedings would be instituted 
against the offenders, in a court to be 
organized in the county by Judge Eck- 
els, which would supersede the necessity 
of appointing a military commission for 
that purpose. This document was sent 
to Salt Lake City by a Mormon prisoner 
who was released for the purpose. The 
Governor sent also, by the same messen- 
ger, a letter to Brigham Young, in which 
there were expressions that indicated a 
disposition to temporize. ) 
The whole camp, at this time, was a 
scene of confusion and bustle. Some of 
the stragglers around the tents were Tn- 
dians belonging to a band of Pah-Utahs, 
among whom Dr. Hurt, already men- 
tioned as the only Federal officer who 
did not abandon the Territory in the 
spring of 1857, had’ established a farm 
upon the banks of the Spanish Fork, 
which rises among the snows of Mount 
Nebo, and flows into Lake Utah from 
the East. Shortly after the issue of 
Brigham Young's proclamation of Sep- 
tember 15th, the Mormons resolved to 
take the Doctor prisoner. No official 
was ever more obnoxious to the Church 
than he; for by his authority over the 
tribes he had been able to counteract in 
great measure the influences by which 
Young had endeavored to alienate both 
Snakes and Utahs from the control of 
the United States. On the 27th of Sep- 
tember, two bands of mounted men mov- 
ed towards the farm from the neighboring 
towns of Springville and Payson. Warn- 
ed by the faithful Indians of his danger, 
the Doctor fled to the mountains, and 
twenty Pah-Utahs and Uinta-Utahs es- 
corted him to the South Pass, where he 
joined Colonel Johnston on the 23d of 
October. It was an act of devotion which 
has rarely been excelled in Indian history. 
The sufferings of his naked escort on the 
journey were severe. They crossed the 
Green River Mountains, breaking the 
crust’ of the snow and leading their ani- 
mals, being reduced at the time to tallow 
and roots for their own sustenance. On 
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the advance of the army towards Fort 
Bridger, they accompanied its march. 

Another class of stragglers, and one 
most dangerous to the peace of the camp, 
Was composed of the thousand teamsters 
who were discharged from employment 
on the supply-trains. Many of these men 
belonged to the scum of the great West- 
ern cities,—a class more dangerous, be- 
cause more intelligent and reckless, than 
the same class of population in New 
York. Others had sought to reach Cali- 
fornia, not anticipating a state of hostili- 
ties which would bar their way. Now, 
thrown out of employment, with slender 
means, a great number became desper- 
ate. Hundreds attempted to return to 
the States on foot, some of whom died 
on the way,—and nine-tenths of them 
would have perished, had they encoun- 
tered the storms of the preceeding winter 
among the mountains. But the majority 
hung around the camp. To some of these 
the Quartermaster was able to furnish 
work, but he was obviously incapable of 
affording this assistance to all. Thefts 
and assaults became frequent, and prom- 
ised to multiply as the season advanced. 
To remedy this trouble, Colonel Johns- 
ton assumed the responsibility of organ- 
izing a volunteer battalion. The term 
of service for which the men enlisted was 
nine months, For their pay they were 
to depend on the action of Congress. 
The four companies which the battalion 
comprised selected for their commander 
an officer from the regular army, Captain 
Bee, of the Tenth Infantry. 

The organization of a District Court, 
by Judge Eckels, helped quite as essen- 
tially to enforce order. Its convicts were 
received by Colonel Johnston and com- 
mitted to imprisonment in the euard-tents 
of the army. The grand jury, impan- 
celled for the purposes of the court, were 
obliged to take cognizance of the rebel- 
lion, and, after thoroughly investigating 
the facts of the case, they returned bills 
of indictment against Brigham Young 
and sixty of his principal associates. 

During * the campaign of Ham's Fork,” 
as Colonel Alexander’s march up and 
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down that stream was facetiously called 
by the Mormons, he had been in constant 
receipt of communications from Young, 
of a character similar to the letter in 
which the army was commanded to sur- 
render its arms at Fort Bridger. This 
correspondence was now abruptly termi- 
nated by Colonel Johnston. Two mes- 
sengers came to the camp from Salt Lake 
City at the beginning of December, es- 
corted by a party of Mormon militia, and 
bringing four pack-mules loaded with 
salt, which a letter from Young offered 
as a present, with assurances that it was 
not poisoned. This letter contained, 
besides, certain threats concerning the 
treatment of prisoners, and reminded 
Colonel Johnston that the Mormons also 
had prisoners in their power, on whom 
anything which might befall those in 
camp should be retaliated. The Colonel 
returned no other answer to this epistle 
than to dismiss its bearers with their salt, 
informing them that he could aceept no 
favors from traitors and rebels, and that 
any communication which they might 
in future hold with the army must be 
under a flag of truce, although as to the 
manner in which they might communi- 
cate with the Governor it was not with- 
in his province to prescribe. A week or 
two later, a thousand pounds of salt were 
forced through to the camp from Fort 
Laramie, thirty out of the forty-six mules 
on which it was packed perishing on the 
Way. 

Thus the long and dreary winter com- 
menced in the camp of the army of Utah. 
Tt mattered not that the rations were 
abridged, that communication with the 
States was interrupted, and that every 
species of duty at such a season, in such 
a region, was uncommonly severe. Con- 
fidence and even gayety were restored 
to the camp, by the consciousness that it 
was commanded by an officer whose in- 
telligence was adequate to the difficulties 
of his position. Every additional hard- 
ship was cheerfully endured. As the 
animals failed, all the wood used in camp 
was obliged to be drawn a distance of 
from three to six miles by hand, but 
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there were few gayer spectacles than 
the long strings of soldiers hurrying the 
wagons over the crunching snow. They 
built great pavilions, decorated them with 
colors and stacks of arms, and danced as 
merrily on Christmas and New Year's 
sives to the music of the regimentat 
bands, as if they had been in cozy can- 
tonments, instead of in a camp of flut- 
tering canvas, more than seven thou- 
sand feet above the level of the sea. In 
the pavilion of the Fifth Infantry, there 
drooped over the company the flags which 
that regiment had carried, ten years be- 
fore, up the sunny slopes of Chapultepec, 
and which were torn in a hundred places 
by the storm of bullets at Molinos del 
Rey. 
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Meanwhile, how hearts were beating 
in the States with anxious apprehension 
for the safety of kindred and friends, 
those who felt that anxiety, and not 
those who were the objects of it, best 
know. 

Ferhaps the disposition ot the camp 
would have been more in harmony with 
the scenery and the season, if the army 
had dreamed that the administration, 
which had launched it so recklessly into 
circumstances of such privation and dan- 
ger, was about to tum its labors and 
sufferings into a farce, and to claim the 
approval of the country for an act of 
mistaken clemency, which was, in real- 
ity, a grave political error. 


[To be continued.] 
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CHAPTER VIM. 
WHICH TREATS OF ROMANCE. 


Tnere is no word in the English 
language more unceremoniously and in- 
definitely kicked and cuffed about, by 
what are called sensible people, than the 
word romance. When Mr. Smith or Mr. 
Stubbs has brought every wheel of life 
into such range and order that it is one 
steady, daily grind—when they them- 
selves have come into the habits and at- 
titudes of the patient donkey, who steps 
round and round the endlessly turning 
wheel of some machinery, then they fan- 
cy that they have gotten “the vic tory 
that overc ometh the world.” 

All but this dead grind, and the dol- 
lars that come through the mill, is by 
them thrown into one waste “catch-all ” 
and labelled romance. Perhaps there was 
a time in Mr. Smith’s youth,—he remem- 
bers it now,—when he read poetry, when 


his cheek was wet with strange tears, 
when a litle song, ground out by an or- 
gan-erinder in the street, had power to 
set his heart beating and bring a mist be- 
fore his eyes. Ah, in those days he had 
a vision !—a pair of soft eyes stirred him 
strangely ; a little weak hand was laid on 
his manhood, and it shook and trembled ; 
and then came all the humility, the aspi- 
ration, the fear, the haope, the high desire, 
the troubling of the waters by the descend- 
ing angel of love—and a little more and 
Mr. Smith might have become a man, in- 
stead of a banker! Ile thinks of it now, 
sometimes, as he looks across the fire- 
place after dinner and sces Mrs. Smith 
asleep, innocently shaking the bouquet of 
pink bows and Brussels lace that waves 
ever her placid red countenance. 

“Mis. Smith wasn’t his first love, nor, 
indeed, any love at all; but they agree 
reasonably well. And as for poor Nellie, 
—well, she is dead and buried,—all that 
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was stuff and romance. Mrs. Smith’s 
money set him up in business, and Mrs. 
Smith is a capital manager, and he 
thanks God that he isn’t romantic, and 
tells Smith Junior not to read poetry or 
novels, and to stick to realities. 

“This is the victory that overeometh 
the world,’—to learn to be fat and tran- 
quil, to have warm fires and good din- 
ners, to hang your hat on the same peg 
at the same hour every day, to sleep 
soundly all night, and never to trouble 
your head with a thought or imagining 
beyond. 

But there are many people besides Mr. 
Smith who have gained this victory,— 
who have strangled their higher nature 
and buried it, and built over its grave 
the structure of their life, the better to 
keep it down. 

The fascinating Mrs. T., whose life 
is a whirl between ball and opera, point- 
lace, diamonds, and schemings of ad- 
miration for herself, and of establish- 
ments for her daughters,—there was a 
time, if you will believe me, when that 
proud, worldly woman was so humbled, 
under the touch of some mighty power, 
that she actually thought herself capable 
of being a poor man’s wife. She thought 
she could live in a little, mean house on 
no-matter-what-street, with one servant, 
and make her own bonnets and mend 
her own clothes, and sweep the house 
Mondays, while Betty washed,—all for 
what ? All becanse she thought that 
there was a man so noble, so true, so 
good, so high-minded, that to live with 
him in poverty, to be guided by him in 
adversity, to lean on him in every rough 
place of life, was a something nobler, bet- 
ter, purer, more satisfying, than French 
laces, opera-boxes, and even Madame 
Roget's best gowns. 

Unfortunately, this was all romance,— 
there was no such man. There was, in- 
deed, a person of yery common, self-in- 
terested aims and worldly nature, whom 
she had credited at sight with an unlim- 
ited draft on all her better nature ; and 
when the hour of discovery came, she 
awoke from her dream with a start and 
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a laugh, and ever since has despised as- 
piration, and been busy with the realities 
of life, and feeds poor little Mary Jane, 
who sits by her in the opera-box there, 
with all the fruit which she has picked 
from the bitter tree of knowledge. There 
is no end of the epigrams and witticisms 
which she can throw out, this elegant 
Mrs. T., on people who marry for love, 
lead prosy, worky lives, and put on their 
best cap with pink ribbons for Sunday. 
“ Mary Jane shall never,make a fool 
of herself” ; but, even as she speaks, poor 
Mary Jane’s heart is dying within her at 
the vanishing of a pair of whiskers from 
an opposite box,— which whiskers the 
poor little fool has credited with a résumé 
drawn from her own imaginings of all 
that is grandest and most heroic, most 
worshipful in man. By-and-by, when 
Mrs. T. finds the glamour has fallen on 
her daughter, she wonders; she has “tried 
to keep novels out of the girl’s way,— 
where did she get these notions ?” 

All prosaic, and all bitter, disenchanted 
people talk as if poets and novelists made 
romance. They do,—just as much as 
craters make voleanoes,—no more. What 
is romance ? whence comes it? Plato 
spoke to the subject wisely, in his quaint 
way, some two thousand years ago, when 
he said, “ Man’s soul, in a former state, 
was winged and soared among the gods; 
and so it comes to pass, that, in this life, 
when the soul, by the power of music or 
poctry, or the sight of beauty, hath her 
remembrance quickened, forthwith there 
is a struggling and a pricking pain as of 
wings trying to come forth,—even as 
children in teething.” And if an old 
heathen, two thousand years ago, dis- 
coursed thus gravely of the romantic part 
of our nature, whence comes it that in 
Christian lands we think in so pagan a 
way of it, and turn the whole care of it 
to ballad-makers, romancers, and opera- 
singers ? 

Let us look up in fear and reverence 
and say, “Gop is the great maker of 
romance. Hr, from whose hand came 
man and woman,—uk, who strung the 
great harp of Existence with all its wild 
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and wonderful and manifold chords, and 
attuned them to one another, — HE is 
the great Poet of life.’ Every impulse 
of beauty, of heroism, and every craving 
for purer love, fairer perfection, nobler 
type and style of being than that which 
closes like a prison-house around us, in 
the dim, daily walk of life, is God's breath, 
God’s impulse, God’s reminder to the soul 
that there is something higher, sweeter, 
purer, yet to be attained. 

Therefore, man or woman, when thy 
ideal is shattered—as shattered a thou- 
sand times it must be,—when the vision 
fades, the rapture burns out, turn not 
away in skepticism and bitterness, say- 
ing, “ There is nothing better for a man 
than that he should eat and drink,” but 
rather cherish the revelations of those 
hours as prophecies and foreshadowings 
of something real and possible, yet to be 
attained in the manhood of immortality. 
The scofling spirit that laughs at romance 
is an apple of the Devil’s own handing 
from the bitter tree of knowledge ;— it 
opens the eyes only to see eternal na- 
kedness. 

If ever you have had a romantic, un- 
calculating friendship,—a boundless wor- 
ship and belicf in some hero of your soul, 
—if ever you have so loved, that all cold 
prudence, all selfish worldly considera- 
tions have gone down like dritt-wood 
before a river flooded with new rain from 
heaven, so that you even forgot yourself, 
and were ready to cast your whole being 
into the chasm of existence, as an offer- 
ing before the feet of another, and all for 
nothing,—if you awoke bitterly betrayed 
and deceived, still give thanks to God 
that you have had one glimpse of heav- 
en. The door now shut will open again. 
Rejoice that the noblest capability of your 
eternal inheritance has been made known 
to you; treasure it, as the highest honor 
of your being, that ever you could so 
feel_— that so divine a guest ever pos- 
sessed your soul. 

By such experiences are we taught the 
pathos, the sacredness of life; and if we 
use them wisely, our eyes will ever after 
be anointed to see what poems, what 
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romances, what sublime tragedies lie 
around us in the daily walk of life, “ writ- 
ten not with ink, but in fleshly tables of 
the heart.” The dullest street of the most 
prosaic town has matter in it for more 
smiles, more tears, more intense excite- 
ment, than ever were written in story or 
sung in poem; the reality is there, of 
which the romancer is the second-hand 
recorder, , 

So much of a plea we put in boldly, 
because we foresee grave heads begin- 
ning to shake over our history, and doubts 
rising in reverend and discreet minds 
whether this history is going to prove 
anything but a love-story, after all. 

We do assure you, right reverend Sir, 
and you, most disereet Madam, that it is 
not going to prove anything else; and you 
will find, if you will follow us, that there 
is as much romance burning under the 
snow-banks of cold Puritan preciseness as 
if Dr. H. had been brought up to attend 
operas instead of metaphysical preach- 
ing, and Mary had been nourished on 
Byron’s poetry instead of “ Edwards on 
the Affections.” 

The innocent credulities, the subtle 
deceptions, that were quietly at work un- 
der the grave, white curls of the Doctor's 
wig, were exactly of the kind which have 
Leeuiled man in all ages, when near the 
sovereign presence of her who is born for 
his destiny ;—and as for Mary, what did 
it avail her that she could say the Assem- 
bly’s Catechism from end to end without 
tripping, and that every habit of her life 
beat time to practical realities, steadily 
as the parlor clock? The wildest Italian 
singer or dancer, nursed on nothing but 
excitement from her cradle, never was 
more thoroughly possessed by the awful 
and solemn mystery of woman’s life than 
this Puritan girl. 

It is quite true, that, the next morning 
atter James's departure, she rose as usual 
in the dim gray, and was to be seen op- 
ening the kitchen-door just at the mo- 
ment when the birds were giving the first 
little drowsy stir and chirp,—and that she 
went on setting the breakfast-table for 
the two hired men, who were bound to 
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the fields with the oxen,—and that then 
she went on skimming cream for the 
butter, and getting ready to churn, and 
making up biscuit for the Doctor’s break- 
fast, when he and they should sit down 
together at a somewhat later hour; and 
as she moved about, doing all these things, 
she sung various scraps of old psalm-tunes; 
and the good Doctor, who was then busy 
with his early exercises of devotion, lis- 
tened, as he heard the voice, now here, 
now there, and thought about angels and 
the Millennium. Solemnly and tenderly 
there floated in at his open  study-win- 
dow, through the breezy lilacs, mixed with 
low of kine and bleat of sheep and hum 
of early wakening life, the little silvery 
ripples of that singing, somewhat mourn- 
ful in its cadence, as if a gentle soul were 
striving to hush itself to rest. The words 
were those of the rough old version of 
the Psalms then in use :— 


“ Truly my waiting soul relies 
Tn silence God wpon; 
Because from him there doth arise 
All my salvitiou.’? 
And then came the busy patter of the 
little footsteps without, the moving of 
chairs, the clink of plates, as busy hands 
were arranging the table; and then again 
there was a pause, and he thought she 
seemed to come near to the open window 
of the adjoining room, for the voice tloat- 
ed in clearer and sadder :— 
“O God, to me be merciful, 
Be merciful to me! 
Because my soul for shelter safe 
Betakes itself to thee. 
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ness, to the exuberant carollings of a 
robin, who, apparently attracted by them, 
perched himself hard by in the lilacs, and 
struck up such a merry roulade as quite 
diverted the attention of the fair singer; 
—in fact, the intoxication breathed in the 
strain of this little messenger, whom God 
had feathered and winged and filled to 
the throat wiih ignorant joy, came in 
singular contrast with the sadder notes 
breathed by that creature of so much 
higher mould and fairer clay,—that crea- 
ture born for an immortal life. 

But the good Doctor was inly pleased 
when she sung—and when she stopped, 
looked up from his Bible wistfully, as miss 
ing something, he knew not what; for 
he scarce thought how pleasant the little 
voice was, or knew he had been listening 
to it——and yet he was in a manner en- 
chanted by it, so thankful and happy 
that he exclaimed with fervor, “ The 
lines are fallen unto me in pleasant pla- 
ces; yea, I have a goodly heritage.” 

So went the world with him, full of 
joy and praise, because the voice and the 
presence wherein lay his unsuspected life 
were securely near, so certainly and con- 
stantly a part of his daily walk that he 
had not even the trouble to wish for them. 
But in that other heart how was it ?— 
how with the sweet saint that was talk- 
ing to herself in psalms and hymns and 
spiritual songs ? 

The good child had remembered her 
mother’s parting words the night before,— 
“ Put your mind upen your duties,”—and 
had begun her first conscious exercise of 
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whose perfumes steamed in at her win- 
dow, and listened to the first chirping of 
birds among the old apple-trees, was one 
that has astonished many a person before 
her; it was this: she found that all that 
had made life interesting to her was sud- 
deitly gone. She herself had not known, 
that, for the month past, since James 
came from sea, she had been living in an 
enchanted land,—that Newport harbor, 
and every rock and stone, and every mat 
of yellow seaweed on the shore, that the 
two-mile road between the cottage and 
the white house of Zebedee Marvyn, ev- 
ery mullein-stalk, every juniper-tree, had 
all had a light and a charm which were 
suddenly gone. There had not been an 
hour in the day for the last four weeks 
that had not had its unsuspected interest, 
—because he was at the white house, be- 
cause, possibly, he might be going by, or 
coming in; nay, even in church, when 
she stood up to sing, and thought she was 
thinking only of God, had she not been 
conscious of that tenor voice that poured 
itself out by her side? and though atraid 
to turn her head that way, had she not 
felt that he was there every moment,— 
heard every word of the sermon and 
prayer for him? The very vigilant care 
which her mother had taken to prevent 
private interviews had only served to in- 
erease the interest by throwing over it 
the yeil of constraint and mystery. Si- 
lent looks, involuntary starts, things indi- 
cated, not expressed, these are the most 
dangerous, the most seductive aliment of 
thought to a delicate and sensitive na- 
ture. If things were said out, they might 
not be said wisely,—they might repel by 
their freedom, or disturb by their unfit- 
ness; but what is only looked is sent in- 
to the soul through the imagination, which 
makes of it all that the ideal faculties 
desire. 

In a refined and exalted nature, it 
is very seldom that the feeling of love, 
when once thoroughly aroused, bears any 
sort of relation to the reality of the ob- 
ject. It is commonly an enkindling of 
the whole power of the soul’s love for 
whatever she considers highest and fair- 
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est; it is, in fact, the love of something 
divine and unearthly, which, by a sort of 
illusion, connects itself with a personality. 
Properly speaking, there is but One true, 
eternal Object of all that the mind con- 
ceives, in this trance of its exaltation. 
Disenchantment must come, of course ; 
and in a love which terminates in happy 
marriage, there is a tender and gracious 
process, by which, without shock or vio- 
lence, the ideal is gradually sunk in the 
real, which, though found faulty and 
earthly, is still ever tenderly remember- 
ed as it seemed under the morning light 
of that enchantment. 

What Mary loved so passionately, that 
which came between her and God in 
every prayer, was not the gay, young, 
dashing sailor—sudden in anger, impru- 
dent of speech, and, though generous in 
heart, yet worldly in plans and schem- 
ings,—but her own ideal of a grand and 
noble man,—such a man as she thought 
he might become. He stood glorified be- 
fore her, an image of the strength that 
overcomes things physical, of the power 
of command which controls men and cir- 
cumstances, of the courage which dis- 
dains fear, of the honor which cannot lie, 
of constancy which knows no shadow of 
turning, of tenderness which protects the 
weak, and, lastly, of religious loyalty 
which should lay the golden crown of its 
perfected manhood at the feet of a Sov- 
ereign Lord and Redeemer. This was 
the man she loved, and with this regal 
mantle of glories she invested the person 
called James Marvyn; and all that she 
saw and felt to be wanting she prayed 
for with the faith of a believing woman. 

Nor was she wrong ;—for, as to every 
leaf and every flower there is an ideal 
to which the growth of the plant is con- 
stantly urging, so is there an ideal to 
every human being,—a_ perfect form in 
which it might appear, were every defect 
removed and every characteristic excel- 
lence stimulated to the highest point. 
Once in an age, God sends to some of 
us a friend who loves in us, not a false 
imagining, an unreal character, but, look- 
ing through all the rubbish of our imper- 
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fections, loves in us the divine ideal of 
our nature, —loves, not the man that 
we are, but the angel that we may be. 
Such friends seem inspired by a divine 
gift of prophecy,—like the mother of St. 
Augustine, who, in the midst of the way- 
ward, reckless youth of her son, beheld 
him in a vision, standing, clothed in white, 
a ministering priest at the right hand of 
God,—as he has stood for long ages since. 
Could a mysterious foresight unveil to 
us this resurrection form of the friends 
with whom we daily walk, compassed 
about with mortal infirmity, we should 
tollow them with faith and reverence 
through all the disguises of human faults 
and weaknesses, “ waiting for the mani- 
festation of the sons of God.” 

But these wonderful soul-friends, to 
whom God grants such perception, are 
the exceptions in life ; vet sometimes are 
we blessed with one who sees through us, 
as Michel Angelo saw through a block of 
marble, when he attacked it in a divine 
fervor, declaring that an angel was im- 
prisoned within it;—and it is often the 
resolute and delicate hand of such a 
friend that sets the angel free. 

There be soul-artists, who go through 
this world, looking among their fellows 
with reverence, as one looks amid the 
dust and rubbish of old shops for hid- 
den works of Titian and Leonardo, and, 
finding them, however cracked or torn 
or painted over with tawdry daubs of 
pretenders, immediately recognize the 
divine original, and set themselves to 
cleanse and restore. Such be God's real 
priests, whose ordination and anointing 
are from the Holy Spirit; and he who 
hath not this enthusiasm is not ordained 
of God, though whole synods of’ bishops 
laid hands on him. 

Many such priests there be among 
women ;—for to this silent ministry their 
nature calls them, endowed, as it is, with 
fineness of fibre, and a subtile keenness 
of perception outrunning slow-footed rea- 
son;—and she of whom we write was 
one of these. 

At this very moment, while the crimson 
wings of mornirg were casting delicate 
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reflections on tree, and bush, and rock, 
they were also reddening innumerable 
waves round a ship that sailed alone, 
with a wide horizon stretching like an 
eternity around it; and in the advancing 
morning stood a young man thoughtfully 
looking off into the ocean, with a book in 
his hand,—James Marvyn,—as truly and 
heartily a creature of this material world 
as Mary was of the invisible and heay- 
enly. 

There are some who seem made to 
live ;—life is such a joy to them, their 
senses are so fully en rapport with all 
outward things, the world is so keenly 
appreciable, so much a part of them- 
selves, they are so conscious of power 
and victory in the government and con- 
trol of material things, that the moral 
and invisible life often seems to hang 
tremulous and unreal in their minds, like 
the pale, faded moon in the light of a 
gorgeous sunrise. When brought face 
to face with the great truths of the in- 
visible world, they stand related to the 
higher wisdom much like the gorgeous, 
gay Alcibiades to the divine Socrates, or 
like the young man in Holy Writ to Him 
for whose appearing Socrates lonved ;— 
they gaze, imperfectly comprehending, 
and at the call of ambition or riches turn 
away sorrowing. 

So it was with James ;—in full tide of 
worldly energy and ambition, there had 
been forming over his mind that hard 
crust, that skepticism of the spiritual 
and exalted, which men of the world 
delight to call practical sense; he had 
been suddenly arrested and humbled by 
the revelation of a nature so much no- 
bler than his own that he seemed worth- 
Jess in his own eyes. Te had asked for 
love; but when such love unveiled it- 
self, he felt like the disciple of old in the 
view of a diviner tenderness,—* Depart 
from me, for I am a sinful man.” 

But it is not often that all the current of 
a life is reversed in one hour ; and now, as 
James stood on the ship's deck, with life 
passing around him, and everything draw- 
ing upon the strings of old habits, Mary 
and her religion recurred to his mind 


1859.] 


as some fair, sweet, inexplicable vision. 
Where she stood he saw; but how he 
was ever to get there seemed as incom- 
prehensible as how aymortal man should 
pillow his form on sunset clouds. 

He held the little Bible in his hand as 
if if were some amulet charmed by the 
touch of a superior being; but when he 
strove to read it, his thoughts wandered, 
and he shut it, troubled and unsatisfied. 
Yet there were within him yearnings and 
cravings, wants never felt before, the be- 
ginning of that trouble which must ever 
precede the soul’s rise to a higher plane 
of being. 

There we leave him. We have shown 
you now our three different characters, 
each one in its separate sphere, fecline 
the force of that strongest and holiest 
power with which it has pleased our 
great Author to glorify this mortal lite. 


CHAPTER IX. 
WHICH TREATS OF THINGS SEEN. 


As, for example, the breakfast. It is 
six o’clock,—the hired men and oxen 
are gone,—the breakfast-table stands be- 
fore the open kitchen-door, snowy with 
its fresh cloth, the old silver coffee-pot 
steaming up a refreshing perfume,—and 
the Doctor sits on one side, sipping his 
coffee and looking across the table at 
Mary, who is innocently pleased at the 
kindly beaming in his placid blue eyes,— 
and Aunt Katy Scudder discourses of 
housekeeping, and fancies something must 
have disturbed the rising of the cream, 
as it is not so thick and yellow as wont. 

Now the Doctor, it is to be confessed, 
was apt to fall into a way of looking at 
people such as pertains to philosophers 
and scholars generally, that is, as if he 
were looking through them into the infi- 
nite, —in which case, his gaze became 
so earnest and intent that it would quite 
embarrass an uninitiated person; but Ma- 
ry, being used to this style of contempla- 
tion, was only quietly amused, and waited 
till some great thought should loom up 
before his mental vision,—in which case, 
she hoped to hear from him. 
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The good man swallowed his first cup 
of coflee and spoke :— 

“In the Millennium, I suppose, there 
will be such a fulness and plenty of all 
the necessaries and conveniences of lite, 
that it will not be necessary for men and 
women to spend the greater part of their 
lives in labor in order to procure a liv- 
ine. It will not be necessary for each 
one to labor more than two or three 
hours a day,—not more than will con- 
duce to health of body and vigor of mind ; 
and the rest of’ their time they will spend 
in reading and conversation, and such 
exercises as are nevessary and proper 
to improve their minds and make prog- 
ress in knowledge.” 

New England presents probably the 
only example of a successful common- 
wealth founded on a theory, as a distinct 
experiment in the problem of society. It 
was for this reason that the minds of its 
great thinkers dwelt so much on the final 
solution of that problem in this world. 
The fact of a future Millennium was a 
favorite doctrine of the great leading the- 
ologians of New England, and Dr. H. 
dwelt upon it with a peculiar partiality. 
Indeed, it was the solace and retuge of 
his soul, when oppressed with the discour- 
agements which always attend things act- 
ual, to dwell upon and draw out in detail 
the splendors of this perfect future which 
was destined to glorify the world. 

Nobody, therefore, at the cottage was 
in the least surprised when there dropped 
into the flow of their daily life these 
sparkling bits of ore, which their friend 
had dug in his explorations of a future 
Canaan,—in fact, they served to raise 
the hackneyed present out of the level 
of mere commonplace. 

“ But how will it be possible,” inquir- 
ed Mrs. Scudder, “that so much less 
work will suflice in those days to do all 
that is to be done ?” 

“ Because of the great advance of arts 
and sciences which will take place be- 
fore those days,” said the Doctor, “ where- 
by everything shall be performed with 
so much greater ease,—also the great 
increase of disinterested love, whereby 
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the skill and talents of those who have 
much shall make up for the weakness of 
those who have less. 

“ Yes,”—he continued, after a pause,— 
“all the careful Marthas in those days 
will have no excuse for not sitting at the 
feet of Jesus; there will be no cumber- 
ing with much serving; the Church will 
have only Maries in those days.” 

This remark, made without the slight- 
est personal intention, called a curious 
smile into Mrs. Scudder’s face, which was 
reflected in a slight blush from Mary’s, 
when the crack of a whip and the rat- 
tling of wagon-wheels disturbed the con- 
versation and drew all eyes to the door. 

There appeared the vision of Mr. 
Zebedee Marvyn’s farm-wagon, stored 
with barrels, boxes, and baskets, over 
which Candace sat throned triumphant, 
her black face and yellow-striped tur- 
ban glowing in the fresh morning with 
a hearty, joyous light, as she pulled up the 
reins, and shouted to the horse to stop 
with a yoice that might have done credit 
to any man living. 

“Dear me, if there isn’t Candace!” 
said Mary. 

“ Queen of Ethiopia,” said the Doctor, 
who sometimes adventured a very placid 
joke. 

The Doctor was universally known in 
all the neighborhood as a sort of friend 
and patron-saint of the negro race; he 
had devoted himself to their interests with 
a zeal unusual in those days. His church 
numbered more of them than any in 
Newport; and his hours of leisure from 
study were ofien spent in lowliest visita- 
tions among them, hearing their stories, 
consoling their sorrows, advising and di- 
recting their plans, teaching them read- 
ing and writing, and he often drew hard 
on his slender salary to assist them in 
their emergencies and _ distresses. 

This unusual condescension on his part 
was repaid on theirs with all the warmth 
of their race; and Candace, in particu- 
lar, devoted herself to the Doctor with 
all the force of her being. 

There was a legend current in the 
neighborhood, that the first efforts to cat- 
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echize Candace were not eminently suc- 
cessful, her modes of contemplating theo- 
logical tenets being so peculiarly from 
her own individual point of view that it 
was hard to get her subscription to a re- 
ceived opinion. On the venerable clause 
in the Catechism, in particular, which 
declares that all men sinned in Adam 
and fell with him, Candace made a dead 
halt :— 

“TJ didn’t do dat ar’, for one, I knows. 
T’s got good mem’ry,—allers knows what 
I does—nebber did eat dat ar’ apple,— 
nebber eat a bit ob him. Don’t tell me!” 

It was of no use, of course, to tell Can- 
dace of all the explanations of this re- 
donbtable passage,—of potential presence, 
and representative presence, and repre- 
sentative identity, and federal headship. 
She met all with the dogged,— 

“ Nebber did it, I knows; should ’ave 
’membered, if I had. Don’t tell me!” 

And even in the catechizing class of 
the Doctor himself, if this answer came 
to her, she sat black and frowning in 
stony silence even in his reverend pres- 
ence. 

Candace was often reminded that the 
Doctor believed the Catechism, and that 
she was differing from a great and good 
man; but the argument made no manner 
of impression on her, till, one day, a far- 
off cousin of hers, whose condition under 
a hard master had often moved her com- 
passion, came in overjoyed to recount to 
her how, owing to Dr. I.’s exertions, he 
had gained his freedom. The Doctor 
himself had in person gone from house 
to house, raising the sum for his redemp- 
tion; and when more yet was wanting, 
supplied it by paying half his last quar- 
ter’s limited salary. 

“Te do dat ar’?” said Candace, drop- 
ping the fork wherewith she was spearing 
doughnuts. “Den I'm gwine to b'licbe 
ebery word ke does!” 

And accordingly, at the next eatechiz- 
ing, the Doctor’s astonishment was great 
when Candace pressed up to him, ex- 
claiming,— 

“De Lord bress you, Doctor, for open- 
ing de prison for dem dat is bound! I 
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biliebes in you now, Doctor. I’s gwine to 
biliebe ebery word you say. T'll say de 
Catechize now,—fix it any way you_like. 
I did eat dat ar’ apple,—I eat de whole 
tree, an’ swallowed ebery bit ob it, if you 
say so.” 

And this very thorough profession of 
faith was followed, on the part of Can- 
dace, by years of the most strenuous or- 
thodoxy. Her general mode of express- 
ing her mind on the subject was short 
and definitive. 

“Law me! what’s de use? T's set out 
to b’liebe de Catechize, an’ 'm gwine to 
b'liebe it,—so !” 

While we have been telling you all 
this about her, she has fastened her horse, 
and is swinging leisurely up to the house 
with a basket on either arm. 

“Good morning, Candave,” said Mrs. 
Scudder. “ What brings you so early ?” 

“Come down ‘fore light to sell my 
chickens an’ eges,—got a lot o’ money 
for ’em, too. Missy Marvyn she sent Miss 
Scudder some turkey-eggs, an’ I brought 
down some o’ my doughnuts for de Doc- 
tor. Good folks must lib, you know, as 
well as wicked ones,”—and Candace gave 
a hearty, unctuous langh. ‘“ No reason 
why Dostors shouldn’t hab good tings 
as well as sinners, is dere ?”—and she 
shook in great billows, and showed her 
white teeth in the abandon of her laugh. 
“ Lor’ bress ye, honey, chile!” she said, 
turning to Mary, “ why, ye looks like a 
new rose, ebery bit! Don’t wonder some- 
body was allers pryin’ an’ spyin’ about 
here!” 

“ How is your Mistress, Candace ?” 
said Mrs. Scudder, by way of changing 
the subject. 

“ Well, porly,—rader porly. When 
Massa Jim goes, ‘pears like takin’ de 
light right out her eyes. Dat ar’ boy 
trains roun’ arter his mudder like a cos- 
set, he does. Lor’, de house seems so 
still widout him !—can’t a fly scratch his 
ear but it starts a body. Missy Marvyn 
she sent down, an’ says, would you an’ 
de Doctor an’ Miss Mary please come 
to tea dis arternoon.” 

“Thank your mistress, Candace,” said 
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Mrs. Seudder ; “ Mary and TI will come,— 
and the Doctor, perhaps,” looking at the 
good man, who had relapsed into medita- 
tion, and was eating his breakfast without 
taking note of anything going on. “It 
will be time enough to tell lim of it,” she 
said to Mary, “ when we have to wake 
him up to dress; so we won’t disturb him 
now.” 

To Mary the prospect of the visit was 
a pleasant one, for reasons which she 
scarce gave a definite form to. Of course, 
like a good girl, she had come to a fixed 
and settled resolution to think of James 
as little as possible ; but when the path 
of duty lay directly along scenes and 
among people fitted to recall him, it was 
more agreeable than if it had lain in 
another direction. Added to this, a very 
tender and silent friendship subsisted be- 
tween Mrs. Marvyn and Mary ; in which, 
besides similarity of mind and intellectual 
pursuits, there was a deep, unspoken ele- 
ment of sympathy. 

Candace watched the light in Mary’s 
eyes with the instinctive shrewdness 
by which her race seem to divine the 
thoughts and feelings of their superiors, 
and chuckled to herself internally. With- 
out ever having been made a confidante 
by any party, or having a word said to 
or before her, still the whole position of 
affairs was as clear to her as if she had 
seen iton a map. She had appreciated 
at once Mrs. Scudder’s coolness, James’s 
devotion, and Mary’s perplexity,— and 
inly resolved, that, if the little maiden 
did not think of James in his absence, 
it should not be her fault. 

«“ Laws, Miss Seudder,” she said, “T’s 
right glad you's comin’ ; ’cause you hasn’t 
seen how we’s kind o° splendified since 
Massa Jim come home. You wouldn't 
know it. Why, he’s got mats from Mog- 
adore on all de entries, and a great big 
’un on de parlor; and ye ought to see de 
shawl he brought Missus, an’ all de cu- 
rus kind o’ tings to de Squire. ’Tell ye, 
dat ar’ boy honors his fader and mudder, 
ef he don’t do nuffin else—an’ dat’s de 
fus’ commandment wid promise, Ma’am ; 
an’ to see him a-setlin’ up ebery day in 
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prayer-time, so handsome, holdin’ Missus’s 
han’, an’ lookin’ right into her eyes all 
de time! Why, dat ar’ boy is one o’ de 
‘lect,—it’s jest as clare to me; and de 
‘lect has got to come in, —dat’s what I 
say. My faith’s strong,—real clare, ’tell 
ye,” she added, with the triumphant laugh 
which usually chorused her conversation, 
and turning to the Doctor, who, aroused 
by her loud and vigorous strain, was at- 
tending with interest to her. 

“Well, Candace,” he said, “ we all 
hope you are right.” 

“ Hope, Doctor !—I don’t hope,— I 
knows. ’Tell ye, when I pray for him, 
don’t I feel enlarged? "Tell ye, it goes 
wid a rush. I can feel it gwine up like 
a rushin’, mighty wind. I feels strong, 
I do.” 

“ That’s right, Candace,” said the Doc- 
tor, “keep on; your prayers stand as 
much chance with God as if you were a 
crowned queen. The Lord is no re- 
specter of persons.” 

*Dat’s what he a’n’t, Doctor, — an’ 
dere’s where I ’gree wid him,” said Can- 
dace, as she gathered her baskets vigor- 
ously together, and, after a sweeping 
curtsy, went sailing down to her wagon, 
full laden with content, shouting a hearty 
“Good mornin’, Missus,” with the full 
power of her cheerful lungs, as she rode 
off. 

As the Doctor looked after her, the 
simple, pleased expression with which he 
had watched her gradually faded, and 
there passed over his broad, good face a 
shadow, as of a cloud on a mountain-side. 

“ What a shame it is,” he said, “ what 
a scandal and diserace to the Protestant 
religion, that Christians of America should 
openly practise and countenance this en- 
slaving of the Africans! I have for a long 
time holden my peace,—may the Lord 
forgive me!—but I believe the time is 
coming when I must utter my voice. I 
cannot go down to the wharves or among 
the shipping, without these poor dumb 
creatures look at me so that Iam asham- 
ed,—as if they asked me what I, a Chris- 
tian minister, was doing, that I did not 
come to their help. I saust testify.” 
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Mrs. Scudder looked grave at this ear- 
nest announcement ; she had heard many 
like it before, and they always filled her 
with alarm, because Shall we tell 
you why ? 

Well, then, it was not because she was 
not a thoroughly indoctrinated anti-sla- 
very woman. Her husband, who did all 
her thinking for her, had been a man of 
ideas beyond his day, and never for a 
moment countenanced the right of sla 
very so far as to buy or own a servant or 
attendant of any kind; and Mrs. Scudder 
had always followed decidedly along the 
path of his opinions and practice, and 
never hesitated to declare the reasons for 
the faith that was in her. But if any 
of us could imagine an angel dropped 
down out of heaven, with wings, ideas, 
notions, manners, and customs all fresh 
from that very different country, we 
might easily suppose that the most pious 
and orthodox family might find the task 
of presenting him in general society and 
piloting him along the courses of this 
world a very delicate and embarrassing 
one. However much they might rever- 
ence him on their own private account, 
their hearts would probably sink within 
them at the idea of allowing hem to ex- 
pand himself according to his previous 
nature and habits in the great world 
without. In like manner, men of' high, 
unworldly natures are often reverenced 
by those who are somewhat puzzled what 
to do with them practically. 

Mrs. Scudder considered the Doctor 
as a superior being, possessed by a holy 
helplessness in all things material and 
temporal, which imposed on her the ne- 
cessity of thinking and caring for him, 
and prevising the earthly and material 
aspects of his affairs. 

There was not in Newport a more 
thriving and reputable business at that 
time than the slave-trade. Large for 
tunes were constantly being turned out 
in it, and what better Providential wit- 
ness of its justice could most people re- 
quire ? 

Beside this, in their own little church, 
she reflected with alarm, that Simeon 
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Brown, the richest and most liberal sup- 
porter of the society, had been, and was 
then, drawing all his wealth from this 
source; and rapidly there flashed before 
her mind a picture of one and another, 
influential persons, who were holders of 
slaves. Therefore, when the Doctor an- 
nounced, “I must testify,” she rattled 
her tea-spoon uneasily, and answered,— 

“In what way, Doctor, do you think 
of bearing testimony ? The subject, I 
think, is a very difficult one.” 

“Diflicult? I think no subject can be 
clearer. If we were right in our war for 
liberty, we are wrong in making slaves 
or keeping them.” 

“ Oh, I did not mean,” said Mrs. Seud- 
der, “that it was difficult to understand 
the subject; the right of the matter is 
clear, but what to do is the thing.” 

“JT shall preach about it,” said the 
Doctor; “my mind has run upon it some 
time. I shall show to the house of Judah 
their sin in this matter.” 

“T fear there will be great offence 
given,” said Mrs. Seudder.  “ There’s 
Simeon Brown, one of our largest sup- 
porters,—he is in the trade.” 

“« Ah, yes,—but he will come out of it, 
—of' course he will,—he is all right, all 
clear. I was delighted with the clear- 
ness of his views the other night, and 
thought then of bringing them to bear on 
this point,—only, as others were present, 
I deferred it. But I can show him that it 
follows logically from his principles; Iam 
confident of that.” 

“T think you'll be disappointed in him, 
Doctor ;—I think he’ll be angry, and get 
up a commotion, and leave the church.” 

“ Madam,” said the Doctor, “do you 
suppose that a man who would be willing 
even to give up his eternal salvation for 
the greatest good of the universe could 
hesitate about a few paltry thousands 
that perish in the using ?” 

“He may feel willing to give up his 
soul,” said Mrs. Scudder, naively, “ but 
I don’t think he'll give up his ships,— 
that’s quite another matter,—he won't 
see it to be his duty.” 

“Then, Ma’am, he’ll be a hypocrite, a 
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gross hypocrite, if he won't,” said the 
Doctor. “It is not Christian charity to 
think it of him. I shall call upon him 
this morning and tell him my intentions.” 

“ But, Doctor,” exclaimed Mrs. Seud- 
der, with a start, “pray, think a little 
more of it. You know a great many 
things depend on him. Why! he has 
subscribed for twenty copies of your 
‘System of Theology.’ I hope you'll 
remember that.” 

“And why should I remember that?” 
said the Doctor,—hastily turning round, 
suddenly enkindled, his blue eyes flash- 
ing out of their usual misty calm,—* what 
has my ‘ System of Theology’ to do with 
the matter ?” 

“Why,” said Mrs. Scudder, “it’s of 
more importance to get right views of 
the gospel before the world than any- 
thing else, is it not ?—and if, by any im- 
prudence in treating influential people, 
this should be prevented, more harm 
than good would be done.” 

“ Madam,” said the Doctor, “ T’d soon- 
er my system should be sunk in the sea 
than it should be a millstone round my 
neck to keep me from my duty. Let 
God take care of my theology; I must 
do my duty.” 

And as the Doctor spoke, he straight- 
ened himself to the full dignity of his 
height, his face kindling with an un- 
conscious majesty, and, as he turned, 
his eye fell on Mary, who was  stand- 
ing with her slender figure dilated, her 
large blue eye wide and bright, in a 
sort of trance of solemn feeling, half 
smiles, half tears—and the strong, hero- 
ic man started, to see this answer to his 
higher soul in the sweet, tremulous mir- 
ror of womanhood. One of those light- 
ning glances passed between his exes 
and hers which are the freemasonry of 
noble spirits—and, by a sudden impulse, 
they approached each other. He took 
both her outstretched hands, looked down 
into her face with a look full of admira- 
tion, and a sort of naive wonder,—then, 
as if her inspired silence had been a 
voice to him, he laid his hand on her 
head, and said,— 
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“God bless you, child! ‘ Out of the 
mouth of babes and sucklings hast thou 
ordained strength because of thine ene- 
mies, that thou mightest still the enemy 
and the avenger !’” 

Tn a moment he was gone. 

“ Mary,” said Mrs. Scudder, laying her 
hand on her daughter's arm, “ the Doc- 
tor loves you!” 
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“T know he does, mother,” said Mary, 
innocently ; “and T love him,—dearly }#— 
he is a noble, grand man!” 

Mrs. Scudder looked keenly at her 
daughter. Mary's eye was as calm as a 
June sky, and she began, composedly, 
gathering up the teacups. 

“ She did not understand me,” thought 
the mother. 


[To be continued.] 


REVIEW. 


The New Testament. Translated from the 
Original Greck, ete. By Leicester 
Ambrose Sawyer. Boston: John P. 
Jewett & Co. 1858. 


Few books merit the criticism which 
they receive; fewer receive all they mer- 
it. Here is a work, a translation, which is 
more likely than most to get its deserts, 
because its circle of critics will be unusu- 
ally large. It purports to be a new and 
improved version of the Book of Books,” 
and puts forth claims which will be con- 
ceded only after it shall have sustained the 
most extensive, minute, and even preju- 
diced scrutiny. The Bible has more read- 
ers than any other book ; and that which 
claims to be an improved Bible must, if it 
secure anything like a general attention, 
meet with criticisms from all quarters. 
Mr. Sawyer is fortunate in one respect: 
his work will be examined and judged by 
multitudes who never undertook to criti- 
cize any other book; he will have, there- 
fore, ultimately, a popular judgment of his 
task and its performance. But he is un- 
fortunate in another point: for he must 
meet that popular sentiment which at the 
outset looks with disfavor upon anything 
that has even the appearance of meddling 
with the commonly received and almost 
universally approved version of the Holy 
Scriptures. Let us, in a brief space and 
with as little of formal and scholastic eriti- 
cism as possible, examine Mr. Sawyer’s 
translation. 

A work of such a character as this 
should be judged not more by its abso- 
lute or intrinsic merits than by a com- 


parison of them with the design avowed 
and the claims advanced by the author. 
In a task of such magnitude we ought 
not to expect to find everything perfect. 
If the completed structure have a symme 
try of proportions and excellence of finish 
approaching reasonably near to the plan 
proposed, we should not too severely cen- 
sure minor defects. Critics rarely accord 
all that authors claim; the former meas- 
ure the actual achievement,—the latter 
look to the ideal conception ; if the one be 
in a reasonable degree commensurate with 
the other, we should be lenient toward tlie 
fuults of the performance. 

With this charitable substratum for our 
critical structure, let us test Mr. Sawyer’s 
new version by contrasting it with his own 
avowed design and the claims with which 
he introduces his completed task. In the 
Preface he says,— 


“This is not a work of compromises, or of 
conjectural interpretations of the Sacred Serip- 
tures, neither is it a paraphrase, but a strict 
[strictly] literal rendering. It neither adds 
nor takes away; but aims to express the orig 
inal with the utmost clearness and force, and 
with the utmost precision.” 


This is a somewhat pretentious claim. 
A. strictly literal rendering of any lan- 
guage into another is by no means always 
an easy task; and it is especially difficult 
to couple, as the translator in this case 
asserts he has done, the utmost clearness, 
force, and precision in the expression of 
the thought, with minute exactness of ver- 
sion. We are surprised that Mr. Sawyer 
should have rested his claim for the excel- 
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lence and superiority of his translation 
mainly upon this quality of literalism, for 
it is often the case that the closest literal- 
ist is the worst translator. It is often im- 
possible to render the thoughts express- 
ed in the peculiar idioms of one tongue 
into exactly corresponding idioms of an- 
other. There are idiomatic forms, espe- 
cially in the Greek, which have no precise- 
ly correspondent forms in the English, 
and yet these are not unfrequently the 
most forcible expressions of any to be 
found in the original; any attempt to 
render these literally must be abortive ; 
and a literal rendering, or as nearly literal 
as possible, is the worst translation, be- 
cause it sacrifices the clearness, force, and 
precision, to say nothing of the grace and 
delicacy, of the original. The French lan- 
guage abounds in words and phrases the 
literal translation of which into English 
perverts the meaning and destroys the 
force of the original. Still more is a strict- 
ly literal rendering incompatible with the 
preservation and transference of the beau- 
ties of style and the strength of diction. 
The widest range of the thought, its more 
delicate shades and subtiler connections, 
often depend in great part upon the pecu- 
liar forms of the language in which they 
are first clothed; and by a strictly literal 
translation the scope of the thought is nar- 
rowed, its finer lines obscured, and that 
which is of more importance than all else, 
the fitness of the expression, is altogether 
lost. The utmost strictness of literal trans- 
lation is a poor compensation for the re- 


COMMON VERSION. 
Mitt. ii. 16. 


“Then Herod, when he saw that he was 
mocked of the wise men, was exceeding wroth, 
and sent forth and s/ew all the children that 
were in Bethlehem and in all the coasts there- 
of, from two years old and under, according 
to the time which he had diligently inquired 
of the wise men.”* 


Here is a comparison of the two trans- 
lations of a simple narrative text taken 
at random. ‘The essential changes (im- 
provements?) made by Mr. Sawyer are in 
the words which we have Italicized. Two of 
these changes, the substitution of © Magi” 
for “wise men,” and of “destroyed” for 
“slew,” we sliall pass with the single obser- 
vation, that the rendering of the common 
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sultant poverty of language and dilution of 
thought; and by as much as the original 
is more impressive in its rich and fitting 
garb, by so much the more is it made 
to appear mean and unlike itself when 
forced to clothe itself in scanty second- 
hand habiliments. 

We have said thus much on this point 
for two reasons: first, because it is on this 
chiefly that Mr. Sawyer appeals to the 
public for a verdict in favor of his transla- 
tion; and secondly, because it is a com- 
mon and popular notion, that, the more 
literal a translation can be made, especial- 
ly in the case of the Bible, the better and 
more trustworthy it will be. And we are 
willing to admit, that, in translating the 
Holy Scriptures, the greatest degree of 
strictness in literal rendering, compatible 
with the full and correct expression of the 
thought, is and should be a first consider- 
ation; the translator should take no lib- 
erties with the text, by way either of 
omission, alteration, or compromise; he 
must in no way vitiate the thought; and 
if he keep within this rule, he will have 
escaped just criticism, and may claim the 
merit of faithfulness to his task. Has 
Mr. Sawyer, then, in his New Testa- 
ment, given a strictly literal rendering ? 
and is it an improvement on the common 
version? We have space for only a few 
specimens of his translation, and we have 
taken some of the first that attracted our 
notice ; it will be observed that they are 
none of them abstruse or disputed pas- 
sages. 


SAWYER’S VERSION. 
Chap. it. verse 4. 

“Then Herod seeing that he was despised 
by the Magi, was exceedingly angry, and sent 
and destroyed all the children in Bethlehem, 
and in all its borders, from two years old and 
under, according to the precise time which 
he had learned of the Magi.” 


version is in both instances the more accu- 
rate and better expressud. Mr. Sawyer sub- 
stitutes “despised” for “mocked,” as the 
translation of éveraiyoy. Is this literal? 
or is it an improvement? ‘The Greek verb 
éuraifo has the signification primarily to 
deride, to mock, to scoff’ at, and secondarily 
to delude, to deceive, to disappoint, but it has 
not the meaning to despise. ‘Che word 
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mock is used in our language in both these 
significalions,—in the secondary sense 
when it refers to men’s hopes or expec- 
tations, — as, to mock one’s hopes, that is, to 
delude or disappoint one’s expectations. 
In this sense, and in this alone, it is ob- 
viously used in this passage. The wise 
men did not scoff at King Herod, but 
they did delude him; they mocked his 
expectation of their return, and went back 
to their own country without returning 
to report to him, because they had been 
“warned of God in a dream,” not because 
they despised the king. To say, as Mr. 
Sawyer does, that they ‘despised’? him, 
is neither warranted by the meaning of 
éveraiydy, nor is such a rendering accord- 
ant with the facts of the story or the con- 
nections of the thought. It is a forced 
and far-fetched translation, and a change 
from the common version much for the 
worse. The same word is of frequent 
occurrence in the Scriptures. In the Sep- 
tuagint, Jer. x. 14, it is used in the same 
sense as in Matt. ii. 16. It is worthy of 
note that in no other instance does Mr. 
Sawyer render it by “despised.” In Luke 
xviii. 82 and xxii. 63, and Matt. xx. 19, he 
translates it “mocked,” like the common 
version. Mr. Sawyer should be more con- 
sistent, if he would have us put faith in 
his scholarly pretensions and literal ac- 
euracy. The passage in which he indul- 
ges in this variation from his own rule 
is the one of all the list where such a trans- 
lation is particularly fitting, and where 
neither force, clearness, nor precision is 
gained by the substitution. 

Mr. Sawyer renders xara rdv xpévov bv 
qxpijuce thus: “according to the precise 
time which he had learned.”—Is this lit- 
eral or correct ? ’Axpy36w signifies to in- 
quire diligently, assiduously, or accurately, and 
has no such signification primarily as to 
learn. If the reader will now turn to Mr. 
Sawyer’s translation of the 7th verse of 
the same chapter of Matthew, he will there 
find that he translates jxpiSwoe “asked ” ! 
And yet it stands in that passage in pre- 
cisely the same connection of thought as 
in the 16th verse; so that we have our 
translator, who gives us only strictly literal 
renderings, translating the same word, oc- 
eurring in the same relative connection, 
in the one instance by “asked,” and in 
the other by “had learned,’’— neither of 
them legitimate translations, and neither 
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precisely expressing the thought. The 
rendering ‘asked ”’ falls as far short of 
the full and forcible meaning of 7«pi3woe, 
in the one case, as “had learned” varies 
trom its strictly literal signification in the 
other. 

We will now examine another passage 
illustrating Mr. Sawyer’s consistent fidel- 
ity to literal renderings. He translates 
the word yyy, Luke xii. 19, 20, and 
23, “soul”; thus, “I will say to my 
soul,” and “Ts not the soul more than the 
food ?’”’—agreeing with the common ver- 
sion in the first instance, and differing 
from it in the second. But he renders 
auxyy in Mark viii. 86, 87, Luke xvii. 
38, and Matt. xvi. 26, “ life’; thus, ‘ For 
what is a man profited, if he shall gain the 
whole world and lose his /;fe?” “ For who- 
ever wishes to save his //fe shall lose it.” 
In these cases he seems to have made his 
choice between the renderings “ soul”’ and 
“life” according to no rule of translation or 
of criticism in philology, but as his faney 
dictated. How shall we explain these in- 
consistencies, and, at the same time. grant 
Mr. Sawyer his claim to literalness of ren- 
dering ? 

Luke ix. 24, 25, Mr. Sawyer translates 
yoyy “life,’ and then renders éav7ov dt 
azovecag 7 Gyurdterg “and destroys him- 
self or loses his life.” The common ver- 
sion is “and lose himself or be cast away,” 
which is not only more strictly literal, but 
far more forcible. ’A7oAAvut conveys the 
strongest idea of total, trremediable ruin ; 
and Gyyi6w, when used, as in this passage, 
in the aorist tense, has the signification 
of bringing loss or ruin upon one’s self. 
Both these thoughts are lost in Mr. Saw- 
yer’s translation; and a more tame, in- 
sufficient, and tautological rendering than 
his could scarcely be imagined. 

Another instance of Mr. Sawyer’s singu- 
lar choice of renderings, in his zeal for im- 
provement, is found in Luke viii. 46, which 
he translates, “Some one touched me; for 
I perceived a power going from me.’ The 
common version, “ Somebody touched me ; 
for I perceive that v/rtve is gone out of me,” 
is clear and precise; Mr. Sawyer’s ver- 
sion, ‘(a power,” is more indefinite and 
less forcible. Any intelligent reader will 
at once perceive that the common version 
is the better, and that Mr. Sawyer’s im- 
proved rendering is almost meaningless. 

One more example of these strictly lit- 
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eral renderings must suffice. John iii. 4, 
common version,—‘‘ Nicodemus saith unto 
him, ‘How can a man be born when he 
is old? cun he enter the second timé into 
his mother’s womb and be born?’” Saw- 
yer’s version,— Nicodemus said to him, 
‘ How can a man be born when he is old ? 
can he become an unborn infant of his 
mother a second time, and be born?’”” The 
absurdity of the form of language put into 
the mouth of Nicodemus by Mr. Sawyer 
is obvious at a glance; no such thought 
was ever so expressed by any speaker in 
any language; it is wholly forced and 
unnatural; and upon comparing Mr. Saw- 
yer’s translation with the original, we find 
that he has paraphrased the passage with 
a vengeance, altogether omitting to trans- 
late the clause é¢ riv Kothiav.. .duceAGetv Kai 
yervndiva, and interpolating an expres- 
sion, instead, which is neither in the orig- 
inal text nor in the thought. Probably 
Mr. Sawyer’s motive for taking this ex- 
traordinary liberty was a false delicacy, 
amounting to prudery; but it ill assorts 
with his assertion, that his work is not 
a paraphrase, nor one of compromises, 
or of conjectural interpretations. 

We might proceed with numerous illus- 
trations, exhibiting the weakness of Mr. 
Sawyer’s claim of an improved and strict- 
ly literal rendering, but these are enough. 
Before he claims much on the score of 
scholarly accuracy or critical rendering, 
he must explain these inconsistencies and 
remove these blemishes. But if such faults 
are patent in the simplest narrative pas- 
sages, what confidence can we place in 
Mr. Sawyer as a translator of difficult, 
abstruse, doctrinal, and disputed texts‘ 
In every instance in which we have tested 
his translation of the original, the changes 
which he has made from the common ver- 
sion not only, in our judgement, are no 
improvements, but positively render the 
expression less clear, less forcible, and less 
precise; of course, as the language is 
made worse, the thought is, in the same 
proportion, obscured. 

Another peculiarity of Mr. Sawyer’s 
translation, which we suppose he claims 
as an improvement, does not meet our 
approval. In all, cases where there is no 
word in our language which expresses the 
signification of the Greek, as in the names 
of weights and measures, Mr. Sawyer sub- 
stitutes for the language of the common 
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version the foreign word of the original, 
—sometimes merely giving the orthogra- 
phy of the Greck in English letters, some- 
times affixing a termination,—and frequent- 
ly he adds, in brackets, an explanation of 
his rendering. As examples of this, we 
quote the following :— 


“Neither do men light a candle, and put it 
under a modius [1.916 gallon measure].”’ 

“T tell you that yon shall not go out thence 
till you have paid even the last lepton [2 
mills].”” 

“Tt is like leaven which a woman took and 
hid in three sata [83 quarts] of flour.” 

* And there were six stone water-jars there, 
placed for the purification of the Jews, con- 
taining two or three metretes [16.75 or 25.125 
gallons] each.’ 

‘““And he desired to fill his stomach with 
the carob pods which the swine eat.” 

“And one poor widow came and cast in 
two lepta, which is a guadrans [4 mills].” 


It requires no knowledge of the original 
to pass judgment on such changes as are 
here made from the common version. 
The practice which Mr. Sawyer here in- 
troduces and sanctions is a vicious one in 
any translation, and is especially so in the 
case of the Holy Scriptures, which are to 
be read by the unlearned and ignorant as 
well as by the scholar and the critic. Mr. 
Sawyer’s translation of such words as we 
have noted above conveys no idea to the 
mind of the common reader, and requires 
a glossary to make it intelligible. There 
is in his choice of words a pedantry and 
affectation of learning that are in bad taste. 
But in this, as in his other strictly literal 
renderings, he is inconsistent, and does 
not adhere to his own rule. Te translates 
Matt. vi. 80,—* And if God so clothes the 
grass of the field, which to-day is, and to- 
morrow is cast into the oven,” ete. If he 
were consistent in his practice, he would 
have rendered the word “oven” kiibanon, 
and then, in parenthesis, explained that 
it signifies ‘a large round pot, of earthen 
or other material, two or three feet high, 
narrowing towards the top, on the sides 
of which the dough was spread to be baked 
in thin cakes.”” Probably Mr. Sawyer was 
deterred from following his rule in this 
case by the formidableness of the neces- 
sary parenthesis; but there is as much 
reason why he should have written Aliba- 
non instead of “ oven,” as there is for sub- 
stituting lepton for “farthing,” or modius 
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for “bushel,” or carob pods for “ husks,”’— 
and in fact more reason, because the word 
“oven,” which he indorses and uses, con- 
yeys a far more imperfect idea of the orig- 
inal, «Ac3avov, than those words of the 
common version which he has rejected 
do of their originals, All such changes 
as those instanced above, in our jndg- 
ment, mar the siniplicity and obscure the 
meaning of the passages where they oc- 
cur. 

But we will now notice what appears to 
us a more serious defect than any of those 
already mentioned. Mr. Sawyer through- 
out his translation substitutes vulgar Lat- 
inisms and circumlocutions for the vig- 
orous phrases of the received version. 
Sometimes this is done at the expense 
of homely Saxon words which are the 
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“Tf thou wilt, let us make here three taber- 
nacles.”” 

“So when they had dined, Jesus saith 
to Simon Peter, Simon, son of Jonas, lov- 
est thou me more than these? He saith un- 
to him, Yea, Lord: thou knowest that J love 
thee.” 

“ God be merciful to me a sivner.” 

“ Give us this day our ditély bread.” 

“ And therefore | cannot come.” 

* And to whom men have conznitted much, 
of him they will ask the more.” 

“T give tithes of all that [ possess.” 

“Por which of you intending to build a 
tower sitteth not down first and counteth the 
cost?” 

“And upon this rock I will build my 
church.” 

“If thy brother trespass against thee, re- 
buke him; and if he repent, forgive him.” 

“And when he cometh home, he calleth 
together his friends and neighbors, swying 
unto them, Rejoice with me, for I have found 
my sheep which was lost.” 

“ And he arose, and rebuked the wind, and 
said unto the sea, Peace, be still.” 

“ As we were driven up and down in Adria, 
about midnight the shipimen deemed that they 
drew near to some country.” 

“Enter ye in at the strait gate; for wide fs 
the gate and broad is the way that leadeth to 
destruction, and many there be which go in 
thereat; because strait is the gute and narroe 
is the way which leadeth unto life, and few 
there be that find it.” 

“Consider the lilies of the field, how 
they grow; they foil not, neither do they 
spin.” 
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very sinews of our language; and wher- 
ever such words are sacrificed for Lat- 
inisms, the beauty and force of the whole 
are’ impaired or destroyed. Again, the 
translator seems to have a peculiar an- 
tipathy to everything like poetical expres- 
sions or the euphonious arrangement of 
sentences. He has evidently fallen into 
the error of supposing that the most pro- 
saie rendering is necessarily the most 
exact; whereas the fact is, that the most 
poetical form of expression of which a 
passage is susceptible is often the most 
clear, forcible, and precise. The best 
method of giving the reader an idea of 
the justice of this portion of our criticism 
of Mr. Sawyer’s version is to quote some 
passages in contrast with the common 
version. 


SAWYER’S VERSION. 


“If you please, we will make here three 
tabernacles.”” 

“ When therefore they had breakfasted, 
Jesus said to Simon Peter, Simon, son of 
John, do you love me more than these? He 
said to him, Yes, Lord, you know that Jama 
JSriend to you.” 

“ God, be propitious to me a sinner.” 

“ Give us to-day our essential bread.” 

“ On this account 1 eannot come.” 

“ And of him with whom men have depos- 
ited much, they will ask more.” 

“T tithe all 1 acquire.” 

“Por what man of you wishing to build a 
tower, does.not first sit down and estimate the 
expense 2” 

“And upon this rock will I build my assem- 
bly.” 

“Tf your brother sins, reprove him; and if 
he changes his mind, forgive him.” 

“And coming to the house, he calls to- 
gether his friends and neighbors, saying, Con- 
gratulate me; for T have found my sheep that 
was lost.” 

“ And he arose, and rebuked the wind, and 
said to the lake, /ush! Be still!” 

“ When we were borne along in the Adri- 
atic, at about midnight the sailors suspected 
that some land was approaching them.” 

“Enter in through the narrow gate, for 
wide is the gate, and spacious the way which 
leads to destruction, and many are they that 
enter in by it; for narrow is the gate, and 
compressed the way which leads to life, and 
few are those who find it.” 

“ Consider the lilies of the field, how they 
grow; they perform no hard labor, neither do 
they spin.” 
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These must suffice. We cannot extend 
our quotations, nor is there occasion to do 
so. We think we have seen enough of 
Mr. Sawyer’s use of words and phrases, 
enough of his improvements on tlie com- 
mon version of the Bible, to convince any 
candid mind that his is neither a literal 
nor a correct translation; that so far from 
having improved the version, by adding 
clearness, force, or precision, he has in- 
jured it in each of these respects; and 
that the world would be immensely the 
loser by accepting him as a substitute 
for the forty-seven translators who com- 
posed the famous Council of King James 
in 1611. We are informed that Mr. 
Sawyer has completed his improved ver- 
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sion of the Old Testament, and will soon 
publish it. We almost shudder in an- 
ticipation of the sounds which he has 
probably evoked from the harp of Ju- 
dah’s minstrel king. of the colors which 
he has put on the canvas where are 
painted the glowing visions of Isaiah, 
and of the rude matter-of-fact method 
in which he has doubtless used the 
modern telescope to penetrate and scat- 
ter the glorious and solemn mysteries 
of the cloud-land of prophecy out of 
which spake the God of Daniel. But 
we forbear, and must wait till we have 
the remainder of this magnum opus be- 
fore we venture to hazard an opinion of 
its merits. 
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